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LcBBdiC en plourant; H^las trop malheui'eux hommeet maul< 
piischBur, oncques no vemu-je cl^mence et mla^ricorde de Ui 
Orea m'eii irai-je d'icy et ma <:a<:heiu 'dedatis le mont Horse), 
reqn^rant da feveur et d'araoureuse merci ma ddulce dame V^nua, 
car pour son amour serai je bien a tout jamais domn^ en enfer- 
Voicy la fin de tons mes fiiicts d'annes et de toutes mes belles 
sons. Hflas, trop belle aatoyt la tee de ma dame et ses j-e 
en mauvaie jour je vis cee choiiaea-ia. Lora s'en alia tout 
mJBEant et se retouma chez elte. et la vescut tristameiit en grand 
amour pris da sa daraa. Puis aprfis ajviut .11 1 le pape vit un jour 
esdaler sur son baston force beiles ileura rougea et blanches et 
maints boutons de fsullles, et ainsi vit-il revijrdir toute I'escorce. 
Ce dont il east grande crainte et moult s'en esmut, et grande picid 
lut prit de ce ctieviVn iiii s'en eslo^t depart! sans espnir comme 
nn hnmme mis^abio et uamne. Doneques envoya force messal- 

et bonne absolution de son grand p^cb^ d'atnour. Mai? oncques 
plus ne le virent; car toujours demeura ce pauvre cbevalier au- 
pr69 de YdnuB la hautte et forte d^sse &s Hancs de la montagne 
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LAUS VENEKIS. 



Asleep or waking is it ? for ber neck, 
Kissed over "lose, wears yet a pai'ple speck 

Wherein the pained blood falters and goes out ; 
Soft, and stung softly — fairer for a fleck. 

But though my lips shut sucking on the pla«e, 
There is no vein at work upon the face ; 
Her eyelids are so peaceable, no doubt 
Deep sleep has warmed her blood through all its wa; 

Lo, this is she that was the world's delight ; 
The old gray years were parcels of her might ; 

The strewing of the ways wherein she trod 
Were the twtun seasons of the day and night. 

Lo, she was thus when her clear limbs enticed 
All lips that now grow sad witii kissing Christ, 

Stained with blood fallen from the feet of God, 
The feet and hands whereat our souls were priced 

Alas, Lord, surely thou art great and fair. 
But lo her wonderfully woven hair ! 

And thou didst heal us vrith thy piteous kiss ; 
But see now. Lord ; her mouth is lovelier. 



d^vGoogle 



4 LAUS VENERIS. 

She is right fair; wiat hath she done to thee ? 
Kay, iair Lord Christ, lift up thine eyes and see ; 

Had now thy mbther such a lip — like this ? 
Thou knowest how sweet a thing it is to me. 

Inside the Horsel here the air is hot ; 
Eight little peace one hatli for it, Gud wot ; 
The scented dusty daylight burns the ^r, 
And my heart chokes me till I hear it not. 

Behold, my Venus, my soul's body, lies 
Wth my love laid upon her garment-wise. 

Feeling my love in all her limhs and hair, 
And shed between her eyelids through her eyes- 
She holds my heart in her sweet open hands 
Han^ng asleep ; liard by her head tliere stands, 

Crowned with gilt thorns and clothed with flesh 
like fire, 
Love, wan as foam blown up the salt burnt sands — 

Hot as the brackish waifs of yellow spume 
That shift and steam — loose clots of arid fame 
From the sea's panting mouth of dry desire ; 
There stands he, like one laboring at a loom. 

The warp holds fast acrcss ; and every thread 
That makes the woof up has dry specks of red ; 
Always the shuttle cleaves clean, through, and he 
s with the hair of many a ruined head. 
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Love is not glad nor sony, as I deem ; 
Laboring he dreams, and labors in tlie dream, 

Till when the spool is finished, lo 1 see 
His web, reeled off, curls and goes out like steam 

Night falls like fire ; the hea^y lights lun low. 
And a,s they drop, my blood and body so 

Shake as the flame shakes, full of days and lioura 
That sleep not, neither weep they as they go. 

Ah yet would God tliis flesh of mine might he 
Where air might wash and long leaves cover me ; 

Where tides of grass break into foam of flowers, 
Or where the wind's feet shine along the sea. 

Ah yet would God that stems and roots were bred 
Out of my weary body and my head ; 

That sleep were sealed upon me with a seal, 
And I were as the least of all Ms dead. 

Would God my blood were dew fo feed the grass, 
Mine ears made deaf and mine eyes blind as glass, 

My body broken as a turning wheel, 
And my mouth stricken ere it saith Alas ! 

Ah God, that love were as a flower or flame, 
That life were as the naming of a name. 

That death were not more pitiful tlian desire, 
That these things w9-"e not one thing and the same ) 
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6 ZJZ7S VENES/S. 

ISehold now, surely somewhere there ia death : 
For each man hatii some space of years, he saitli, 

A little space of time ere time expire, 
A little day, a little way of breath. 

And lo, between the sundawn and the sun, 

His day's work and his night's work are undone ; 

And lo, between the nightfall and the night. 
He ia not, and none knoweth of such an one. 

Ah God, that I were as all souls that be. 
As any herb or leaf of any tree. 

As men that toil through hours of laboring light, 
As bones of men under the deep sharp sea. 

Outside it must be winter among men ; 
For at the gold bars of the gates again 

I heard all night and all the hours of it 
The wind's wet wings and fingers drip with rain. 

Knights gather, riding sharp for cold ; I know 
The ways and woods are strangled with the snow j 

And with short song the maidens spin and sit 
Until Christ's coming, lily-like, arow. 

The scent and shadow shed about me make 
The TCry soul in all my senses ache ; 

The hot hard night is fed npon my breath, 
And sleep beholds me from afar awake. 
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LA US VENERIS. 7 

AIiiB, but Hurely where the hills grow deep, 
Or where the wild ways of the sea are steep, 

Or in strange places somewhere there is death, 
And ofi death's face the scattered hair of sleep. 

There lover-Kke with lips and limhs that meet 
They lie, they pluck sweet fruit of life aad eat ; 

But me the hot and hungry days devour, 
And iu my mouth no fruit of theirs is sweet. 

No fruit of theirs, but fruit of my desire. 

For her love's sake whose lips through mine respire i 

Her eyelids on her eyes like flower on flower, 
Mine eyelids on mine eyes like fire on fire. 

So lie we, not as sleep that lies by death, 
With heavy kisses and with happy breath ; 

Mot as man lies by woman, when the bride 
Laughs low for love's sake and the word's he saith. 

For she lies, laughing low with love ; she lies. 
And turns his kisses on her lips to sighs, 

To sighing sound of lips unsatisfied, 
And the sweet tears are tender with her eyes. 

Ah, not as they, but as the souls that were 
Slain in the old time, having found her fair ; 

Who, sleeping with her lips upon their eyesj 
Heard sudden serpents hiss across her hair. 
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8 LAUS VENERIS. 

Their blood nina round the roots of time like iwn ; 
She casts them forth and gathers them again ; 

With norve and bono she weaves aad multiplies 
Exceeding pleasure out of extreme pain. 

Hei' little chambers drip with flower-lLke red, 
Her girdles, and the chaplets of her liead, 

Her armleffi and her anklets ; with her feet 
She tramples aU that wine-press of the dead. 

Her gateways smoke with fume of flowers and fires, 
"With loves burnt out and unassuaged desires ; 

Between her lips the steam of them is sweet, 
The languor in her ears of many lyres. 

Her beds are full of perfume and sad sound, 

Her doors are made with music, and barred round 

With sighing and with laughter and with tears, — 
With tears whereby strong souls of men are bound. 

There is the knight Adonis that was skin ; 
With flesh and blood she chains him for a chain 5 

The body and the spirit in her ears 
Cry, for her lips divide h'T) vein by vein. 

Yea, all she slayeth ; yea, every man save me ; 
Me, love, thy lover that i^ust cleave to thee 

Till the ending of the days and ways of earth, 
The sJiaking of the sources of the sea. 
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Me, most forsaken of all souls that fell ; 
Me, satiated with things insatiable ; 

Me, for whose sake the extreme hell makes lairtJi, 
Yea, laughter kindles at the heart of heU. 

Alas thy beauty 1 for thy mouth's sweet sake 
My soul is bitter to me, my limbs quake 

As water, as the flesh of men that weep, 
Ab their heart's vein whose heart goes nigh to hreat. 

Ah Glod, that sleep with flower-sweet finger-tips 
Would crush the fruit of death upon m j lips ; 

Ah God, that death would tread the grapes of sleep 
And wring their juice upon me as it slips. 

There is no change of cheer for many days, 

But change of chimes high up in the air, that sways 

Eung by the running Angers of the wind ; 
And singing sorrows heard on hidden ways. 



Day smiteth day in twain, night sundereth night, 
And on mine eyes the dark sits as the light ; 

Yea, Lord, thou knowest I know not, having sinned 
If heaven be clean or unclean in thy sight. 

Yea, as if earth were sprinkled over rao, 
Such chafed harsh earth as chokes a sandy sea. 

Each pore doth yearn, and the dried blood thereof 
Gasps by sick fits, my heart swims heavily. 



d^vGoogle 



10 LAUS VENERIS. 

There is a feverish famine in aly veins ; 
Below her bosom, where a crushed grape stains 

The white and blue, there my lips caught and don 
An hoTir since,. and what mark of 



I dare not always touch her, iest the kiss 

Iieave my lips charred. Yea, Lord, a little bliss, 

Brief bitt«r bliss, one hath for a great sin ; 
Nathless thou knowest how sweet a thing it is. 

Sin, is it sin whereby men's souls are thrust 
Into the pit ? yet had I a good trust 

To save my soul before it slipped therein, 
Trod under by the fire-shod feet of lust. 

For if mine eyes fail and my soul takes breath, 
I look between the iron sides of death 

Into sad hell where all sweet love hath end. 
All but the pain that never finisheth. 

There are the naked faces of great kings, 
The singing folk with all their lut«-playings ; 

There when one cometh he shall have to friend 
The grave that covets and the worm that clings. 

There sit the knights that were so great of hand, 
The ladies tliat were queens of fair green land. 

Grown gray and black now, brought unto tlie dust, 
Soiled, without raiment, clad about with sand. 
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There is one end for all of them ; they ait 
Naked and sad, tliey drink the dregs of it, 

Trodden as gi-apes in the wine-press of lust, 
Trampled aud troddea by the fiery feet. 

I see the maryelons mouth whereby there fell 
Cities and people whom the gods loved wel , 
Yet for hor sake on them the fire gat hold, 
And for their sakes on. her the fire of hell. 

And softer than the Egyptian lote-leaf is, 

The queen whose face was worth the world to k: 

Wearing at breast a suckling snake of gold ; 
And large pale lips of strong Semiramia, 

. Curled like a tiger's that curl baclt to feed j 
Bed only where the last kisa made them bleed ; 
Her hair most thick with many a carven gem. 
Deep ia the mane, great-chested, like a steed. 

Yea, with red sin the faces of them shine ; 
But in all these there was no sin like mine ; 

No, not in all the strange great sins of them 
That made the wine-press froth and foam with n 

For I was of Christ's choosing, I God's knight, 
No blinkard heathen stumbling for scant light \ 

I can well see, for all the dusty days 
Gone past, the clean great time of goodly fight. 
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12 LAUS VENERIS. 

I smeU the breathing hattle sharp witfi blows, 
With sliriek of shafts and snapping short of hows ; 

The fair pure sword smites out in subtle waya, 
Sounda and long lights are shed between the rows 

Of beautiful mailed men ; the edged light slips, 
Most like a snake that takes short breath and dips 

Sharp from the beautifully bending bead, 
"With all its gracious body lithe as lips 

That carl in touching you ; right in this wise 
My sword doth, seeming fire in mine own eyes, 

Leaving all colors in them brown and red 
And flecked with death ; then the keen breaths like 
sighs. 

The caughl^up choked dry laughters following them, 
When all the fighting fece is grown a-flame 

For pleasure, and the pulse that stuns the ears. 
And the heart's gladness of the goodly game. 

Let me think yet a little ; I do know 

These things were sweet, but sweet such years ago. 

Their savor is all turned now into tears ; 
Tea, ten years since, where the blue ripples blow, 

The blue curled eddies of the blowing Rhine, 
I felt the sharp wind shaking grass and vine 

Touch my blood too, and sting me with delight 
Through all this waste and weary body of mine 



d^vGoogle 



hAl7S VENERIS. IS 

That never feels clear air ; right gladly then 
I rode aloDe; a great way off my men, 

And heard the chiming bridle smite and smite. 
And gave each rhyme thereof some rhyme again, 

Tin my song shifted to that iron one ; 
Seeing there rode up between me and the sun 
Some certain of my foe's men, for his three 
"Wliite wolves across their painted coats did run. 

The first red-bearded, with square cheeks — alack, 
I made my knave's blood turn his beard to black ; 

The slaying of him was a joy to see : 
Perchance too, when at night he came not back, 

Some woman fell a-wecping, whom this thiof 
"Would beat when he had drunken ; yet small grief 

Hath any for the ridding of sneh knaves ; 
Tea, if one wept, I doubt her teen was brief. 

This bitter love is sorrow in all lands, 

Draining of eyelids, wringing of drenched hands, 

Sighing of hearts and tilliag up of graves ; 
A sign across the head of the world he stands. 

As one that hath a plague-mark on Ms brows ; 
Dost and spilt blood do' track Mm to Ms house 

Down under earth ; sweet smells of lip and cheek, 
Like a sweet snake's breath made more poisonous 
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14 LAUS VENERIS. 

With chewing of some perfumeii deadly grass, 
Are shed all round his passage if he pass, 

And their quenched savor leaves the whole soul 

Sick with keen guessing whence the pertutne was. 

As one who hidden ia deep sedge and reeds 
Smells the rare scent made where a panther feeds, 

And tracking ever slotwise the warm smell, 
la snapped upon by the sweet mouth and bleeds. 

His head far down the hot sweat throat of her — 
So one tracks love, whose breath is deadlier. 

And lo, one springe and you are fast in hell, 
Fast as the gin's grip of a wayfarer. 

I think now, as lh.e heavy hours decease 
One after one, and bitter thoughts increase 

One upon one, of all sweet finished things ; 
The breaking of the battle ; the long peace 

Wherein we sat clothed softly, each man's hair 
Crowned with green leaves beneath white hoods of 

The sound of sharp spears at great tourneyings, 
And noise of singing in the late sweet air. 

I sang of love too, knowing naught thereof ; 
" Sweeter," I said, " the little laugh of love 
Than tears out of the eyes of MagdaJen, 
Or any feillen feather of the Dove. 
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"Tlie broken little laugh that spoils a kiss, 
The ache of purple pulses, and the bliss 

Of blinded eyelids that expand again — 
Love draws them open with those lips of his, — 

" Lips that cling hard till the kissed face has grown 
Of one same fire and color with their own ; 

Then ere one sleep, appeased with sacrifice, 
Where his lips wounded, there his lips atone." 

I sang these things long since and knew them not ; 
" Lo, here is love, or there is love, God wot. 
This man and that finds favor in his eyes," 
I said, " but I, what guerdon have I got ? 

" The dust of praise that is blown everywhere 
In all men's faces with the common, air ; 

The bay-leaf that wants chafing ia be sweet 
Before they wind it in a singer's hair." 



So that one dawn I rode forth S' 

I had no hope but of some evil thing, 

And so rode slowly past the windy wheat, 
And past the vineyard and the water-spring. 

Up to the Horsel. A great elder-tree 
Held back its heaps of flowers to let me see 

The ripe tall grass, and one that walked therein, 
Naked, with hair shed over to the knee. 
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She walked between the blossom and the grass ; 
I knew the beauty of her, what she was, 

The beauty of her body and her sin, 
And in my flesh the sin of hers, alas ! 

Alas I for sorrow is all the end of this. 

sad kissed mouth, how sorrowful it is ! 

O breast whereat some suckling sorrow clings, 
Red with the bitter blossom of a kiss ! 

Ah, with blind lips 1 felt for you, and foimd 
About ray neck your hands and hair enwound, 
The hands that stide and the hair that stiuga, 

1 felt them fastea sharply without sound. 

Yea, for my sin I had great store of bliss ; 
Rise up, make answer for roe, let thy kiss 

Seal my lips hard from speaking of my sin, 
Lest one go mad to hear how sweet it is. 

Yet I waxed faint with fume of barren howers, 
And murmuring of the heavy headed hours ; 

And let the dove's beak fret and peck within 
My lips in vain, and Love shed fruitless flowers. 

So that God looked upon me when your hands 
Were hot about me ; yea, God brake my bands 

To save my soul ahve, and I came forth 
Like a man blind and naked in strange lands 
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That hears men laugh and weep, and. knows not 

whence 
Nor wherefore, but is broken in his sense ; 

Howbeit I met folk riding from the north 
Tuward Eome, to purge them of their souls' offense, 

And rode with them, and spake U' none ; the day 
Stunned me like lights upon some wizard way, 

And ate like fire mine eyes and mine eyesight ; 
So rode J, hearing all these chant and pray, 

And marveled ; till before us rose and fell 
White cursed hiUs, like outer skirts of hell 

Seen where men's eyes look through the day to 
night, 
Like a jagged shell's lips, harsh, uatunable, 

Blown in between by devils' wrangling breath ; 
Nathless we won well past that heU. and death, 

Down to the sweet land where all airs are good, 
Even unto Eome where Giod's grace tarrieth. 

Then came eaeh man and worshiped at his knees 
Who in the Lord Giod's likeness bears the keys 

To bind or loose, and called on Christ's shed blood, 
And so the sweet^ouled father gave him. ease, 

Dut when I came I fell down at his feet. 
Saying, " Father, though the Lord's blood be right 
sweet. 
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The spot it takes not off the panther's skin, 
Sor shall aa Ethiop's stain be bleached with it. 

" Lo, I have sinned and have spat out at God, 
Wherefore his hand is heavier and his rod 

More sharp because of mine exceeding sin, 
And all his raiment redder than bright blood. 

" Before mine eyes ; yea, for my sake I wot 
The heat of hell is wasen seven times hot 

Through my , great sin." Then spake he soma 
sweet word, 
Giring me cheer ; which thing availed me not ; 

Tea, scarce I wist if such indeed were said ; 
For when I ceased — lo, as one newly dead 
Who hears a groat cry out of hell, I heard 
The crying of his voice across my head. 

" Until this dry shred staff, that hath no whit 
Of leaf nor bark, bear blossom and smell sweet, 

Seek thou not any mercy in Giod's sight, 
For so long shalt thou be cast out from it." 

Tea, what if dried-up stems wax red and green, 
Shall that thing be which is not nor has been ? 

Tea, what if sapless bark wax green and white, 
Shall any good fruit grow upon laj sin ? 

Nay, though sweet fruit were plucked of a dry tree, 
And though men drew sweet waters of tlie sea, 
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There should not grow sweet leaves on this dpid 

This waste wan hody and shaken soul of ma. 

Tea, though God search it warily enough, 
There m not one sound thing in all thereof ; 

Though he search all my veins through, searching 

He shall lind nothing whole therein but love. 



For I came home right heavy, with small cheer, 
And lo my love, mine own soul's heart, more dear 
Than mine own eoul, more beautiful than God, 
Who hath my being between the hands of her — 

Fair still, but fair for no man saving me, 
As when she came out of the naked sea 

Making the foam as fire whereon she trod, 
And as the inner flower of fire was she. 

Yea, she laid hold upon me, and her mouth 
Clove unto mine as sotd to hody doth, 

And, laughing, made her lips luxurious ; 
Her h£ur had smelts of all the sunburnt south. 

Strange spice and flower, strange savor of cnisbi 

And perfume the swart kings tread underfoot 

For pleasure when their minds was amorous, 
Charred frankincense and grat«d sandal-rooL 
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And I forgot fear and all weary things, 

All ended prayera and peristed thanks^vings, 

Feeling her face witit aU her eager hair 
Cleave to me, cllo^g as a lire that clings 

To the hody and to the nutnent, burning them ; 
As after death I know that auch-Iike flame 

Shall cleave to me forever ; yea, what care, 
Albeit I burn then, having felt the same ? 

Ah love, there is no better life tJian this ; 
To have known love, h«w bitter a ihing it is. 
And afterward be cast out of God's sight ; 
Yea, these th^t know not, shall they have such bliss 

High up in barren heaven before his face 
As we twain in the heavy -h'Barted place, 

Remembering love and all the dead delight, 
And all tliat time was sweet with for a apace ? 

For tali the thunder in the trnmpet be. 
Soul may divide from body, but not we 

One from another ; I hold thee with my hand, 
I let mine eyes have all their will of thee, 

I seal myself upon thee with my might. 
Abiding alway out of all men's sight 

Until God loosen over sea and land 
The thunder of tie trumpets of the night. 
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A BALLAD OF LIFE. 

1 FOUSD in dreams a place of wind and flowera, 
Full of sweet trees and color of glad grass, 
In midst wlieroof there was 

A lady clothed like summer with sweet howers ; 

Her beauty, fervent as a fiery moon, 

Made my blood bum and swoon 

Like a flame rained upon. 

Sorrow had filled her shaken eyelids' blue, 

And her mouth's saA. red heavy rose all through 
Seemed sad with glad things gone. 

She held a little cithern by the strings. 

Shaped heartwise, strung with subtle-colored hair 

Of some dead lute-player 
That in dead years had done delidoua things. 
The seven strings were named accordingly ; 

The first string charity, 
The second tenderness ; 
The rest were pleasure, sorrow, sleep, and sin. 
And loving-kindness, that is pity's kin 
And is most pitiless. 
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There were three men with her, each garaietied 
With gold and shod with gold upon the feet ; 
And with plucked ears of wheat 

The first man's hair was wound upon his head. 

His face was red, and his mouth curled ajid sad ; 
All his gold raiment had 

Pale stains of dust and rust. 

A riven hood was pulled across his eyes ; 

The token of him being upon this wise 
JIade for a sign of Lust. 

The next was Shame, with hollow heavy. face 
Colored Uke green wood when flame kindles it. 
He hath such feeble feet 

They may not well endure in any place. 

His face was full of gray o" 
And all his blood's 

Was even increase of pain. 

The last was Fear, that is akin to Death; 

He is Shame's friend, and always as Shame saith 
Fear answers him again. 

My soul said in me : This is marvelous. 

Seeing the air's face is not bo delicate 

Nor the sun's grace so great, 
If sin and she be kin or amorous. 
And seeing where maidens served her on tlieir kneea, 

I bade one crave of these 
To know the cause thereof. 
Then Fear said : I am Pity that was dead. 
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And Shame said : I am Sorrow comforted. 
And Lust said : I am Love. 

Thereat her hands began a lute-playing, 

And her sweet mouth a song in a sti'ange tongue i 
And aJl the while she sung 

There was no sound, but long tears following 

Long tears upon men's faces, waxen white 
With extreme sad delight. 

But those three following men 

Became as men raised up among the dead; 

Great glad mouths open, and fair cheeks made red 
"With child's blood come again. 

Then I said : Now assuredly I see 

My lady is perfect, and tcanafigureth 

All sin and sorrow and deatli, 
Making them fair as her own eyelids be, 
Or lips wherein my whole soul's life abides ; 

Or as her sweet wMte sides 
And bosom canned to kiss. 
Now therefore, if her pity further me, 
Doubtless for her sake all my days shall be 
As righteous an she is. 

Forth, ballad, and take roses in both arms. 
Even till the top rose touch thee in the throat 

Where the least thornprick harms ; 
And girdled in thy golden sin^ng-coat, 

Come thou before my lady, and say this : 
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Borgia thy gold hair's color hums in me, 

Thy mouth makes beat my blood in feveriat 
rhymes ; 
Therefore SO many as these rosea be, 

Kias me so many times. 
Then it may be, seeing how sweet she is. 
That she will stoop herself none otherwise 

Than a blown Tiae-branch dotli, 
And. kiss thee with soft laughter on thine eyes, 

Ballad, and on thy mouth. 
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KNEEt down, fair Love, and fill thyself with tears, 

Girdle thyself with sighing for a ^rth 

Upon, tlie aides of mirth, 

Cover thy lips and eyelids, let thine ears 

Be filled with ramor of people sorrowing ; 

Make thee soft raiment out of woven sighs 

Upon the fiesh to cleave ; 

Set pains thereia and many a grievous tHng, 

And many sorrows after each his wise 

For armlet and for gorget and for sleeve. 

Love's late heard about the lands of death. 

Left hanged upon the trees that were therein ; 

O Love and Time and Sin, 

Three sin^ug mouths that mourn now under breath. 

Three lovers, each one evil spoken of ; 

smitten lips wherethrough this voice of mine 

Came softer with her praise ; 

Abide a little for our lady's love. 

The kisses of her mouth were more than wine, 

And more than peace the passage of her days. 
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Love, thou knowest if she were good to see. 

Time, thoii shalt not find in any land 

Till, cast out of thine hand, 

The sunlight and the moonlight fail from thee. 

Another woman faafiioned like as tliis. 

O Sin, thou knowest that all thy shame in her 

Was made a goodly thing ; 

Yea, slie caught Shame and shamed him with her kiss, 

With her fair kiss, and lips much lovelier 

Than lips of amorous roses in late spring. 

By night there stood over against my bed 

Queen Venus, with a hood striped gold and black, 

Both sides drawn fully back 

From brows wherein the sad blood failed of red, 

And temples drained of purple and full of death. 

Her curled hair had the wave of sea-water 

And the sea's gold in it 

Her eyes were as a dove's that sickeneth. 

Strewn dust of gold she had shed over her, 

And pearl and purple and amber on her feet. 

Upon^ her raiment of dyed sendaline 

Were painted all the secret ways of love 

And covered tilings thereof, 

That hold delight as grape-flowers hold their wine i 

Red mouths of maidens and red feet of doves, 

And brides that kept within the bride-eliamber 

Their garment of soft siiame, 

And weeping faces of the wearied loves 
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That swoon in aleep and awoke wearier, 
With heat of lips aad hair shed out like flame. 

The tearu that tlirough her eyelids fell on me 

Made mine own bitter where they ran between 

As blood had fallen, therein. 

She saying : Arise, lift «p thine eyes, and see 

If any glad thing be or any good 

Now the best thing is talten forth of us ; 

Even she to whom all prmse 

Was as one flower in a great midtitude, 

One glorious flower of many and glorious, 

One day found gracious among many days : 

Even she whose handmaiden was Love — to whom 

At kissing times across her stateliest bed 

KiagH bowed themselves and shed 

Paie wine, and honey with the honeycomb. 

And spikenard bruised for a humt-offering ; 

Even she between whose lips the kiss became 

As flre and frankincense ; 

Whose hair was as gold raiment on a king, 

Whose eyes were as the morning purged with flamei 

Whose eyelids as sweet savor issuing thence. 

Then I beheld, and lo on the other side 

My lady's likeness crowned and robed and dead. 

Sweet still, but now not red, 

Was the shut mouth whereby men lived and died. 

And Bweet, but emptied of the blood's blue shade, 
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The great curled eyelids that withheld ^er eyes 
And aweet, but Hke spoilt gold, 
The weight of color in. hep tresses weighed. 
And sweet, but as a vesture with new dyes, 
The body that was clothed with love of old. 

Ah ! that my tears filled al! her woven hair 

And all the hollow bosom of her gown. — 

Ah ! that my fears ran down 

Even to the place where many kisses were, 

Even where her parted breast-flowers have place, 

Even where they are cloven apart — who knows ntrt 

this? 
All ! the flowers cleave apart 
And their sweet fills the tender interspace j 
Ail the leaves growE thereof were things to iisa 
Ere their fine gold was tarnished at tie heart. 

Ah ! in the days when God did good to me. 

Each part about her was a righteous thing ; 

Her month an almsgiving, 

The glory of her garments charity, 

The heanty of her bosom a good deed, 

In the good days when God kept sight of lis ; 

Love lay upon her eyes, 

And on that hair whereof iie world takes heed ; 

And all her body was more virtuous 

Than souls of women fashioned otherwise. 

Now, ballad, gather poppies in thine hands. 
And sheaves of brier and many rusted slieaves 
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Eain-rotteti in rank lands, 

Waste marigold and late unhappy leases 

And grass that fades ere any of it be mown ; 

And when thy bosom is filled fuD thereof 

Seek oui Death's face ere the light altcroth. 

And say : " My master that was thrall to Lova 

Is become thrall to Death." 

Bow down hefore him, ballad, sigh and groan, 

But make no sojourn in thine outgoing ; 

For haply it may be 

That when thy feet return at evening 

Death shall come in with thee. 
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UnTOLTius; Ph^dka ; Cuobtjs oi' Tecezinian 
Women. 



Lay not thine hand upon me ; let me go ; 
Ta,ke off thino eyes that put the gods to shame ; 
What, wilt thou turn my loathing to thy death? 



Nay, I will never loosen hold nor breathe 

Till thou have slain me ; godlike for great hrow3 

Thou art, and thewed as gods are, with clear hair : 

Draw now thy sword and smite me as thou art god, 

For verily I am smitten of other gods. 

Why not of thee ? 



O queen, take teed of words ; 
Wliy wilt thou eat the husk of evil speech ? 
Wear wisdom for that veil about thy head 
Aad goodness for the binding of thy brows. 
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Nay, but this god hath cause enow to sinit« ; 

If he will slay las, baring breast and throat, 

I lean toward the stroke witli silent mouth 

And a great heart. Come, take thy sword and slay ', 

Let me not starve between desire and death, 

But send me on my waj with glad wet lips ; 

For in tie vein-drawn ashen-colored palm 

Death's hollow hand holds water of sweet draught 

To dip and slake dried mouths at, as a deer 

Specked red from thorns laps deep and loses paivi. 

Tea, if mine own blood ran upon my mouth, 

I would drink that Nay, but be swift with me ; 

Set thy sword here between the girdle and breast, 

For I shaU grow a poison if I live. 

Are not my cheeks as grass, my body pale, 

And my breath like a dying poisoned man's ? 

Oh whatsoever of godlike names thou be, 

By thy chief name I charge thee, thou, strong god. 

And bid thee slay me. Strike, up to the gold. 

Up to the hand-grip of the hilt ; strike here ; 

For I am Cretan of my birth ; strike now ; 

For I am Theseus' wife ; stab up to the rims, 

I am born daughter to Basiphae. 

See thou spare not for greatness of my blood. 

Nor for the shining letters of my name : 

Make thy sword sure inside thine hand and siaitu, 

For the bright writing of my name is black, 

And I am sick with hating the sweet sun. 
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Let not this woman wail and cleave to me, 
That am no part of the gods' ^¥rath with her 
Loose ye hor hands from me lest she take huit. 



Lady, tHs speech and majesty are twain ; 
Pure shame is of one counsel with the gods. 



s beast when shame stands off from him. 



Man, what have I to do with shame or thee ? 
I am not of one counsel with the gods. 
I am their kin, I liave sti'ange blood in me, 
I am not of their likeness nor of thine ; 
My veins are mixed, andjherefore am I mad, 
Yea therefore chafe and vim on mine own flesh, 
Half of a woman made with half a god. 
But thou wast hewn out of an iron womb 
And fed with molten mother-snow for milk. 
A sword was nurse of tliine ; Hippolyta, 
That had the spear to father, and the axe 
To bridesman., and wet blood of aword-slain men 
For wedding-water out of a noble weU, 
Eyen she did hear thee, thinking of a sword, 
And thou wast made a man miatakingly. 
Nay, for I love thee, I will have thy hands ; 
Nay, for I will not loose thee, thou art sweet j 
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Thou art my son, I am tlij father's wife, 

I ache toward thee with, a hridal hlood ; 

The pulse is heavy in all my married veins, 

My whole face beats, I will feed full of thee 

My body ia empty of ease, I will be fed ; 

1 am. burnt to the bone with love, thon shalt not go 

I am heartaick, and mine eyelids prick mine eyes ; 

Thou shalt not sleep nor eat nor say a word 

Till thou have slain me. I am not good to live. 



This ia an evil born with all its teeth, 
"When love is cast out of the bound of love. 



There is no hate tliat is so hateworthy. 



I pray thee tuiii that hate of thine my way, 

I hate not it nor any thing of tliine. 

Lo, maidens, 'how he bums about the brow. 

And draws the chafing sword -strap down his hand. 

"What wilt thou do ? wilt thou be worse than death ? 

Be but as sweet as is the bitterest, 

The most dispiteous out of all the gods, 

I am well pleased, Lo, do I crave so much ? 

I do but bid theo be unmerciful. 

Even the one thing thou art. Pity me not : 

Thoi! wert not quick to pity. Think of me 

Aa of a thing thy hounds are keen upon 
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In the wet woods between the windy ways, 

And slay me for a spoil. This body of mine 

Is worth a wild beast's fell or tide of hair, 

And. spotted deeper than a panther's grain. 

I were but dead if thou wert pure indeed ; 

I pray thee by thy cold green Iioly crown 

And by the flllet-leaves of Artemis. 

Kay, but thou wilt not Death is not like thee 

Albeit men hold him worst of all the gods. 

For of all gods Death only loves not ^fts,' 

Nor with burnt-offering nor biood-sacriflce 

Shalt thou do aught to get thee grace of him ; 

He will have naught of altar and altar-song, 

And from him only of all the lords in heaven 

Persuasion turns a sweet averted mouth. 

But thou art worse : from thee with baffled breath 

Back on my lips my prayer falls like a blow, 

And beata upon tliern, dumb. What shall I say ? 

There is no word I can compel thee with 

To do me good and slay me. But ta,ke heed ; 

1 say, be wary ; look between thy feet. 

Lest a snare take them though the ground be good. 



Shame may do most where fear is found most weak 
That which for shame's sake yet I Lave not done, 
Sbail it be dona for fear's ? Take thine own way ; 
Better the foot slip than the whole soul swerve. 

l^ich. Fr. Niobe:- 
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Tbe man is choice and exquisite of moutli ; 
Yet in the end a curae shall curdle it. 



He goes witli cloak npgathered to the lip, 
Holding his eye as with somo ill in sight. 



A bitter ill he hath i' the way thereof, 
And it shall bum the sight out as with tire. 



Speak no such word whereto ml 

Out of my heart and hy fate's leave I speak. 

Set not thy heart to follow after fate. 



women, sweet people of this land, 

goodly city and pleasant ways thereof, 

And woods witii pasturing grass and great well-Iieads, 
And hills with light and night between your leaves, 
And winds with, sounfl and silence in your lips, 
And earth and water and all immortal things, 

1 take you to my witness what I am. 
There is a god about me like as fire. 
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Sprang whence, who knoweth, or who hath heart t 

say? 
A god more strong thiin whom sl^ beasts can sootht 
Or honey, or any spilth of blood-hke wine, 
Nor shiJl one please Km with a whitened brow 
Nor wheat nor wool nor aught of plaited leaf. 
For hke my mother am I stung and slain, 
And round my cheeks have such red malady, 
And on my lips such Are and foajo, as hers. 
This is tliat Ate out of Amathus 
That breeds up death and gives it one for love. 
She hath slain mercy, and for dead mercy's sake 
(Being frighted with this sister that was slain) 
Flees from before her fearful-footed shame, 
And will not bear the bending of her brows 
And long sofl arrows flown from under them 
As from bows bent. Desire flows out of her 
As out of lips doth speech ; and over her 
Shines Are, and round her and beneath her fire. 
She hath sown pain and plague in all our house, 
Love loathed of love, and mates unmatchable, 
TVild wedlock, and the lusts that bleat or low, 
And marriage-fodder snuffed about of kine. 
Lo how the heifer runs with leaping flank 
Sleek under shaggy and speckled lies of hair, 
And chews a horrible lip, and with harsh tongue 
Laps ahen froth and licks a loathlier mouth. 
Alas, a foul first steam of trodden tares, 
And fouler of these late grapes underfoot. 
A bitter way of waves and clean-cut foam 
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Over the sad road of bi 

The higli gods gave king Theseus for no lore, 

Nay, hut for love, yet to no loving end. 

Alas tlie long thwarts and the fervent oars, 

And blown hard sails that straightened tlie Bcani 

rope! 
There were no strong pools In the hollow aea 
To drag at them and suck down side and beak, 
No wind to catch them ia the teeth and hair. 
No shoal, no shallow among the roaring reefs. 
No gulf whereout the strainiag tides throw spars, 
No surf where wliite bones twist like whirled white fire. 
But like to death he came with death, and sought 
And slew and spoiled and gat him that he wotdd. 
For death, for marriage, and for child-getting, 
I set my curse against him as a sword ; 
Yea, and the severed half thereof I leave 
Pittheus, because he slew not (when that face 
Was tender, and the life still soft in it) 
The small swathed child, but bred him for my ikte. 
I would I had been the first that took her death 
Out from between wet hoofe and reddened teeth, 
Splashed horns, fierce fetlocks of the brother-ball 1 
Por now shall I take death a deadlier way, 
Gathering it up between the feet of love 
Or off tlie knees of murder reaching it. 
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Before otit lives divide forever, 

Wliile time is with U8 and lianda are free, 

(T^e, swift to fastea and swift to sever 
Hand from liand, as we stand by the sea) 

I will say no woi-d that a man might say 

Whose whole life's love goes down in a day ; 

For this could never have been ; and never, 
Thougli the gods and tlie years relent, shall bei 

Is it worth a tear, is it worth an hour, 

To think of things that are well out-worn ? 

Of fruitless hiisk and fugitive flower, 

The dream foregone and the deed forborne ? 

Though joy be done with and grief bo vain, 

Time shall not sever us wholly in twain ; 

Earth is not spoilt for a single shower ; 
But the rain has ruined the ungrown corn. 

It will grow not again, this fruit of my heart, 
Smitten with sunbeams, ruined with rain. 

riie singing seasons divide and depart, 
Winter and summer depart in twain. 
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It will grow not again, it is ruined at root, 
Tlie bloodlike blossom, tbe dull red fruit ; 
Though the heart yet sickens, the lips yet smart. 
With sullen savor of poisonous paia. 

I have giveu no man of mj fruit to eat ; 

I trod the grapes, I have drunken the wine. 
Had you eaten and drunken and found it sweet, 

This wild new growth of the com and vine, 
This wine and bread without lees or leaven, 
We had grown as gods, as the gods ia heaven, 
Souls fair to look upon, goodly to greet, 

One splendid spirit, your soul and mine. 

In the change of years, in the coil of things. 

In the clamor and rumor of life to be, 
We, drinking love at the furthest springs. 

Covered with love aa a covering tree, 

We had grown as gods, as tie gods above, 

Filled from the heart to the lips with love, 

Held fast in hia hands, clothed warm with his wiogs 

love, my love, had you loved but me ! 

We had stood as the sure stars stand, and moved 
As the moon moves, loving the world j and seen 

Grief collapse as a thing disproved. 
Death consume as a thing unclean. 

Twain halves of a perfect heart, made fast 

Soul to soul while the years fell past; 
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Had you lov^ed me once, as yoii have not loved 
Had the cliance been with us that iias not been. 

I have put my da,ys and dreama out of mind, 
Days that are over, dreama that are done. 
Though we seek life through, we shall surely find 
There ia none of them clear to us now, not one. 
But clear are these things ; the grass and the sand, 
Where, sure as the eyes reach, ever at hand. 
With lips wide open and face burnt blind, 
The strong sea-daisies feast on the anw 

The low downs lean to the sea ; the streaoi, 
One loose thin pulseless tremulous vein, 

Rapid and vivid and dumb as a dream, 

Works downward, sick of the sun and the rain j 

No wind is rough with the rank rare flowers ; 

The sweet sea, motlier of loves and Lours, 

Shudders and shines as the gray winds gleam, 
Turning her smile to a fugitive pain. 

Mother of loves that are swift to fade, 

Mother of mutable winds and hours. 
A barreri mother, a mother-maid. 

Cold and clean as her faint salt flowers. 
I would we twain were even as she, 
Lost in the night and the light of the sea, 
Where feint sounds falter and wan beams wade. 

Break, and ai'e broken and slied into showers. 
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riie loves and hours of the life of a man, 
They are swift and sad, being bom of the se*. 

Hours that rejoice and regret for a span, 
Born with a man's breath, mortal as he ; 

Loves that are lost ere they come to birth. 

Weeds of the wave, without fruit upon earth. 

I lose what I long for, bstb what I can. 
My love, my love, and no love for me ! 

It is not much that a man can save 

On the sands of life, in the straits of time, 

Wh.0 swims in sight of the great third wave 
That never a swimmer shall cross or climb. 

Some waif washed up with the strays and spars 

Tltat ebb-tide shows to the shore and the stars ! 

Weed from the wat«r, grass from a grave, 
A broken blossom, a ruined rhyme. 

There will no maa do for your sake, I tliink. 

What I would have done for the least word saiiL 
I had wrung life dry for your lips to drink. 

Broken it up for your daily bread ; 
Body for body and blood for blood, 
As the flow of the full sea risen to flood 
That yearns and trembles before it sink, 

I had given, and lain down for you, glad and dead. 

Tea, hope at highest and all her iruit. 
And time at fullest and all his dower. 
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I had given you surely, and life to boot, 
Were we once made one for a, single huTir. 

Eat now, you are twain, yon are cloven apart, 

Flesh of bis flesh, but heart of my heart ; 

And deep in one is the bitter root, 

And sweet for one in the life-long flower. 

To have died if you cared I should die for yon, clung 
To my life if you bade me, played my part 

As it pleased you — these were tlie thoughts thai 
stung, 
The dreams that smote with a keener dart 

Than shafts of love or arrows of deatli ; 

These were but as fire is, dust, or breath, 

Or poisonous foam an the tender tongue 
Of the little snakes that eat my heart. 

1 wish we were dead together to-day, 

Lost sight of, hidden away out of sight, 
Clasped and clothed in the cloven clay. 

Out of the world's way, out of the. light, 
Out of the ages of worldly weather, 
Forgotten of ail men. altogether. 
As the world's first dead, taken wholly away. 

Made one 'with death, filled full of the night- 
How we should slumber, how we should sleep, 

Far in the dark with the dreams and the dews ! 
And dreaming, grow to each other, and weep, 

Laugh low, live sol 
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Yea, and it may be, struck ttrough by the di'earo. 
Feel the dust quicken and quiver, and seem 
AHve as of old to the lips, and leap 
Spirit to spirit as lovers use. 

Sick dreams and sad of a dull delight ; 

For wiiat shall it profit when men are dead, 
To have dreamed, to have loved with the whole soul's 

To have looked for day when the day was fled ? 
Let come what will, there is one thing worth. 
To Lave had fair love in the life upon earth : 
To have held love safe till the day grow night, 

While skies had color and lips were red. 

Would I lose you now ? would I take you then, 
If I lose you now that my heart has need ? 

And come what may after death to men, 

What thing worth this will the dead years hreed ? 

Lose life, lose all ; hut at least I know, 

sweet life's love, having loved you so. 

Had I reached you on earth, I should lose not againt 
In death nor life, nor in dream or deed. 

Yea, I know this well : were you once sealed mine, 
Mine in the blood's beat, mine in the breath, 

Mixed into me as honey in wine, 
Not time that sayeth and gainsayeth, 

Nor all strong things had severed us then ; 

Not wrath of gods, nor wisdom of men, 
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Nor all things earthly, nor all divine, 
S or joy nor sorrow, nor life nor death. 

I had growD pure aa the dawn and the dew. 
You had grown strong as the sun or the sea. 

Bat none shall triumph a whole life through : 
For death is one, and the fates are three. 

At the door of life, by the gate of hreath, 

There are worse things waiting for men than death 

Death could not sever my soul and you, 
Aa these have severed your soul from me. 

You have chosen and clung to the chance they sent 
you, 

Life sweet as perfume and pure as prayer. 
But will it not one day in heaven repent you ? 

Will they solace you wholly, the days that Were ? 
Will you lift up your eyes between sadness and bliss. 
Meet mine, and see whei-e ihe great, love is. 
And tremble and turn and be changed? Content yonj 

The gate is strait ; I shall not be there. 

But you, had you chosen, had you stretched hand,' 
Had you seen good such a thing were done, 

I too might have stood with the souls that stand 
In the sun's sight, clothed with the light of the snn 

But who now on eartlt need care how I live ? 

Have the high gods any thing left to give, 

Save dust and ianrels and gold and sand ? 
Wliich ^fts are goodly ; but I will none. 
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all fair lovers about the world. 

There is uone of you, none, that shall comfort me. 
My thoughts are as dead things, wrecked and wliirleil 

Round and round in. a gulf of the sea ; 
And still, through the somid and the straining stream, 
Through the coil and chafe, they gleam in a dream, 
The bright fine lips so cruelly curled. 

And strange swift eyes' where the soul sits free. 

Free, without pity, withheld from woe, 

Ignorant ; fair 33 the eyes are fair. 
Would I have you change now, change at a blow. 

Startled and stricken, awake and aware ? 
Tea, if I could, would I have you see 
My very love of you fiUing me, 
And know my soul to the quick, as I know 

The likeness and look of your throat and hair ? 

1 shall not change you. Nay, though 1 might, 

Would I change my sweet one love with a word ? 
I had rather your hair should change in a night. 

Clear now as the plume of a black bright bird ; 
Tour face fail suddenly, cease, turn gray. 
Die as a leaf that dies in a day. 
I will keep my soul in a place out of sight, 

Far off, where the pulse of it is not heard. 

Far off it walks, in a bleak blown space. 
Full of the sound of the sorrow of years, 
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I have woven a veil for the weeping face, 
Whose lips have drunken the wine of tears 

I have foimd a way for the failing feet, 

X place for slumher and sorrow to meet ; 

There is no rumor about the place, 
!Nor ligtt, nor any that sees or hears. 

I have hidden my soul oat of sight, and said, 

" Let none take pity upon thee, none 
Comfort thy crying ; for lo, thou art dead, 

Lie still now, safe out of sight of the sun. 
Have I not built thee a grave, and wrought 
Thy grave-clothes on thee of grievous thought, 
With soft spun verses and tears unshed, 

And sweet light visions of things undone ? 

" I have given thee garments and balm and myrrh. 
And golti, and beautiful burial things. 

But thou, be at peace now, make no stir ; 
Is not thy grave as a royal king's ? 

Fret not thyself though the end were sore ; 

Sleep, be patient, vex me no more. 

Sleep ; what hast fhoii to do with her ? 

The eyes that weep, with themouth that sings ? * 

Where the dead red leaves of the years lie rotten, 
The cold old crimes and the deeds thrown by, 

The misconceived and the misbegotten, 
I would find a sin to do ere I die, 
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Sure to dissolve and destroy me all tliiough, 
That would set you higlier in heaven, serve yon 
And leave you happy, when clean forgotten, 
As a dead man out of mind, am I. 

Tour lithe hands draw me, your face burns through 

I am swift to follow you, keen to see ; 
But love lacks might to redeem or uodo me, 

As I have been, I know I shall surely be ; 
" "Wliat should such fellows as I do ? " Nay, 
My part were worse if I chose to play ; 
For the worst is this aiter aU ; if tJiey knew me, 

Not a soul upoii earth would pity me. 

And I play not for pity of these ; but you. 
If you saw with your soul what man am I, 

You would praise me at least that my soul all througl; 
Clove to you, loathing the lives that lie ; 

The souls and lips that are bought and sold, 

The smiles of silver and kisses of gold, 

The lap-dog loves that whine as they chew, 
The little lovers that curse and cry. 

There are fairer women, I hear; that may be ; 

But I, that I love you and find you fair, 
Who are more than feir in my eyes if they be. 

Do the high gods know or the great gods care ? 
Though the swords in, my heart for one were seven, 
"Would the iron hollow of doubtful heaven. 
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That knows aot itself whether night-time or day be, 
Reverberate words and a foolish prayer ? 

I will go back to the great sweet mother, 

Mother and lover of men, the sea. 
1 will go down to her, I and none other, 

Close with her, kiss her, and mii her with me \ 
Cling to her, strive with her, hold her feet ; 
fair white mothei', in. days long past 
Bom without sister, born without brother, 

Set free my soul as thy soul is free. 

iah green-girdled mother of mine, 

Sea, that art clothed with the sun and the rain, 
Thy sweet hard kiaaes are strong like wine, 

Thy large embraces are keen like pain. 
Save me and hide me with all thy waves, 
Find me one gi-ave of thy thousand graves, 
Those pure cold populous graves of thine. 

Wrought without hand in a world without stain. 

1 shall sleep, aad iiove with the moving ships, 

Change as the w 'uds change, veer in the fide ; 
My lips will feast oi the foam of thy Hps, 

I shall rise with ihy rising, with ihee subside ; 
Sleep, and not know if she be, if sh^, were, 
rnied full with life to the eyes and hair. 
As a rose is fulfilled to the roseleaf tipa 

With splendid summer and perfume and pride. 
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This woven raitaerit of nights and days, 

Were it once cast off and unwound from me, 
Naked and glad would I walk in thy ways, 

Alive and aware of thy ways and thee ; 
Gear of the whole world, hidden at home, 
Gothediwith the greea and crowned with the foam, 
A pulae of the life of thy straits aad bays, 
A vein in tJia heart of the streams of the sea. 

Fair mother, fed with the lives of men, 

Thou art subtle and cruel of heart, men say ; 

Thou hast taken, and shalt not render again ; 
Thou art full of thy dead, and cold as they. 

But death is the worst that comes of thee ; 

TTiou art fed with our dead, mother, sea, 

But when hast thou fed on our hearts ? or when, 
Having given us love, hast thou taken away ? 

O tender-hearted, perfect lover. 

Thy lips are hitter, and sweet thine heart. 

Tba hopes Ihat hurt and the dreams that hover. 
Shall they not vanish away and apart? 

But thou, thou, art sure, thou art older than earth ; 

Thou art strong for death andfruitful of birth ; 

Thy depths conceal aad thy gulfs discover ; 
From the first thou wert ; in the end thou art. 

And grief shall endure not forever, I know. 

As things that are not shall these things be ; 
We shall live through seasons of sun and of snow, 
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And none be grievous aa this to me. 
We shall hear, as one ia a trance that hears 
The sound of time, the rhyme of the years ; 
"Wrecked hope and passionate pain will grow 

As tender things of a spring-tide sea. 

Sea-fruit that swings in the waves that hiss, 
Drowned gold and purple and royal rings. 
And all time past, was it aU for tfiis ? 

Times unforgotten, and treasures of things ? 
Swift years of liking and sweet long laughter, 
That wist not well of the years thereafter 
Till love woke, smitten at heart by a kiss, 
With lips that trembled and trailing wings ? 

There lived a singer ia France of old 

Ey the tideless, dolorous, midland sea. 
In a land of sand and ruin and gold 

There shone one woman, and none but she. 
And finding life for her love's sake fail. 
Being fain to see her, he bade set sail, 
Touched land, and saw her as life grew cold. 
And praised God, seeing ; and so died he, 

Di^d, praising Gtod for his gift and grace ; 

For she bowed down to him weeping, and said, 
" Live ; " and her tears were shed on his face 

Or ever the life in his face was shed. 
The sharp tears fell through her hair, and stung 
Once, and her close lips touched him and clung 
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Ouce, and grew one with his lips for a space ; 
And 30 drew back, and the man was dead. 

brother, the gods were good to you. 
Sleep, and be glad while the world endures. 

Be well content aa the years wear through ; 

Give thanks for life, and the loves and lures ; 
Gives thanks for life, brother, and death, 
For the sweet last sound of her feet, her breath, 
For gifts she gave you, gracious and few, 

Tears and kisses, that lady of yours. 

Best, and he glad of the gods ; but I, 

How shall I praise them, or how take rest? 

There is not room under all the sky 
For me that know not of worst or best. 

Dream or desire of the days before. 

Sweet things or bitterness, any more. 

Love will not come to me now though I die, 
As love came close to you, breast to breast. 

1 shall never be friends again with roses ; 

I shall loathe sweet tunes, where a note grown 
strong 
Eelents and recoils, and climbs and closes, 

As a wave of the sea turned back by song. 
There are sounds where the soul's delight takes Are, 
Face to face with its own desire ; 
A delight that rebels, a desire that reposes ; 

I shall hate sweet music my whole life long. 
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The poise of war and passion of wonder, 

Tiie heavens that murmar, the sounds that shino, 

The stars that sing and tlie loves that thunder, 
The music burning at heart like wine, 

An armed archangel whose hands raise np 

All senses mLxed in the spirit's cup. 

Till flesh and spirit are molten in sunder — 
These things are over, and no more mine. 

These were a part of the playing I heard 

Once, ere my love and my heart were at strife ; 

Love that sings and hath wings as a bird. 
Balm of the wound and heft of the knife. 

Fairer than earth is the sea, and sleep 

Than overwatchiiig of eyes that weep, 

Now time has done with his one sweet word, 
The wine and leaven of lovely life. 



I shall go my ways, tread out my n 

Fill the days of my daily breath 
With fugitive things not good to treasure, 

Do as the world dotli, say as it saith ; 
But if we had loved each other — sweet. 
Had you felt, lying under the palms of your feet, 
The heart of my heart, beating harder with pleasaiB 

To feel you tread it to dust and death — 

Ah, had I not taken my life up and given 
All that life ^ves and the years let go, 
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Tbe wine and honey, the balm and leaven, 

rhe dreams reared high and the hopes hroughtlow 

Coroe hfe, eome death, not a word be said ; 

Should I lose you living, and vex you dead? 

I never shall tell you on earth ; aad in heaven, 
If I cry to you then, will you hear or know ? 
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WilATriVER a man of the sons of men 
Shall say to his heart of the lords above, 

Tliey have shown man verily, once and again, 
Marvelous mercies and infinite love. 

In the wild fifth year of the change of things, 
"When Fi-ance was glorious and Wood-red, :^ir 

With dust of battle and deaths of kings, 
A queen of men, with helmeted hair, 

Carrier came down to the Loire and slew, 
Till all the ways and the waves wased red : 

Bound and drowned, slaying two by two. 
Maidens and young men, naked and wed. 

They brought on a day to his judgment-place 
One rough with labor and red with fight, 

And a lady noble by name and fece, 
Faultless, a maiden, wonderful, white. 

She knew not, being for shame's sake blind, 
If his eyes were hot on her face hard by. 

And the judge bade strip and ship them, and bint 
Bosom to bosom, to drown and die. 
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The whito girl winced and whitened ; but he 

Caught fire, waxed bright as a great bright jlnme 

Seen with thunder far out on the sea, 

Laughed hard as &^ glad blood went and came. 

Twice his lips quailed with delight, then said, 
" I have but a word to yon all, one word ; 

Bear with me ; surely I am but dead ; " 

And all they laughed and mocked him and heard 

" Judge, when they open the judgment-roll, 
I will stand upright before God and pray : 

' lord God, have mercy on one man's soul, 
For his mercy waa great upon earth, I say. 

" ' Lord, if I loved thee — Lord, if I served — 
If these who darkened thy fair Son's face 

I fought with, sparing not one, nor swerved 

A hand's-breadth, Lord, in the perilous place — 

" ' I pray tJiee say to this man, Lord, 
Sil thou/or Mm at my feet on a throne. 

I will face thy wrath, though it bite as a sword. 
And my soul shall burn for his soul, and atone. 

" ' For, Lord, thou knowest, God most wise, 
How gracious on earth were his deeds toward me. 

Shall this be a small thing in thine eyes, 

That is greater in mine than the whole great sea ? 
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" 1 have loved tida woman my whole life long, 
And evea for love's sake when have I said 

' I love you ' ? wlien have I done you wrong, 
living ? but now I shall have you dead. 

" Tea, now, do I bid you love me, love ? 

Love me or loathe, we are one not twain. 
But God be praised in his heaven above 

For this my pleasure and that my pain ! 

" For never a man, being mean like me, 
Shall die like me till the whole world dies. 

I shall drown with her, laughing for love ; and she 
Mix with me, touching me, lips and eyes. 

" Shall she not know me and see me all through, — 
Me, on whose heart as a worm she trod ? 

You have given me, God requite it you, 
What man yet never was given of God. " 

sweet one love, my life's delight, 
Dear, though the days have divided us. 

Lost beyond hope, taken far out of sight, 

Not twice in the world shall the gods do thus. 

Had it been so hard for my love ? but I, 

Though the gods gave all that a god can give, 

1 had chosen rather the gift to die, 

Cease, and be glad above all that live, 
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For tl.e Loire would have driven us down to the sea, 
And the sea would have pitched us from shoal hi 
shoal ; 

And I should have held you, and you held me, 
As Hosh holds ilesh, and the soul the soul. 

Could 1 change you, help you to love me, sweet, 
Could I give you the love that would sweeten 
death. 

We should yield, go down, locked liands and feet, 
Die, drown together, and breath catch hreath ; 

But you would have felt my soul in a kiss. 
And knowu tkat once if I loved you well ; 

And I would have ^ven my soul for this 
To burn forever in burning hell- 
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Let ua go hence, my aongs ; she will not hear. 
Let us go tence together without fear ; 
Keep silence now, for singing-time is over, 
And over all old things and aO things dear. 
She loves not you nor me as all we love her. 
Tea, thougli we sang as angels in her ear, 
She would not hear. 

Let us rise up and part ; she wiU not know. 
Let us go seaward as .the great winds go. 
Full of blown sand, and foam ; what help is here ? 
There is no help, for all these things are bo. 
And all the world is hitter as a tear. 
And haw these things are, though ye strove to show, 
She would not know. 

Let us go home and hence ; she will not weep. 
We gavs love many dreams and days to keep. 
Flowers without scent, and fruits that would not gi»w,. 
Saying " If thou wilt, thrust in thy sickle and reap." 

And we that sowed, though all we fell on sleep, 
She would not weep- 
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Let us go hence and rest ; she will not love. 
She shall not hear ub if we sing hereof, 
Nor see love's ways, how sore they are and stte[i. 
Come hence, let be, lie still ; it la enough. 
Love is a barren sea, hitter and deep ; 
And though she saw all heaven in flower above, 
She would not love. 

Let us give up, go down ; she will not care. 
Though all the stars made gold of all the air. 
And the sea moving saw before it move 
One moon-flower making all the foam-flowers fair 
Though all those waves went over us, and drove 
Deep down the stifling lips and drowning hair, 
She would not care. 

Let us go hence, go hence ; she will not see. 

Sing aJI oace more together ; surely she, 

She too, remembering days and words that were. 

Win turn a little toward us, sighing ; hut we, 

We are hence, we are gone, as though we had noi 

been there. 
Nay, and though all men seeing had pity on me, 
She would not see. 
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Swallow, my sisler, sister swallow, 
How can tJiine heart be full of ths spring ? 
A thousand summers are over aad dead. 
What hast thou found in the spring to follow? 
Wliat hast thou foUiid in tldne heart to sing? 
What wilt thou do when the summer ia shed? 

swallow, sister, fair awift swallow, 
Why wilt thou fly after spring to the aouth, 

The soft south whither thine heart ia set? 
Shall not the grief of the old time follow ? 

Shall not the song thereof cleave to thy mouth ? 
Hast thou forgotten ere I forget ? 

Sister, my sister, fleet sweet swallow, 

Thy way is long to the sua and the aouth ; 

But I, fuKillod of my heart's desire. 

Shedding my song upon height, iipon. hollow. 

From tawny hody and sweet small mouth 

Feed the heart of the night with fire. 

1 the nightingale all spring through, 

O swallow, sister, changing swallow, 
All spring through till the spring be done. 
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Clothed with the liglit of the night on tlie dew, 
Sing, while the liours and the wild birda follow. 
Take flight and foDow and find the sun. 

Sister, my sister, sofi light swallow. 

Though alt things feast in the spring's gnest-cliam 

How hast thou heart ta be glad thereof yet ? 
For where thou flieat I shall not follow, 
Till life forget and death remember, 
Till thou remember and I forget. 

Swallow, my sister, O singing swallow, 
I know not how thou hast heart to sing. 
Hast thou the heart ? is it all past over ? 
Thy lord the euiDmer is good to follow, 
And fair the feet of thy lover the spring : 

But what wilt thou say to the spring thy lover ? 

swallow, sister, O fleeting swallow. 
My heart in me is a molten ember 

And over my head the waves have met. 
But thou wouldst tarry or I would follow. 
Could I forget or thoa remember, 
Couldst thon remember and I forget. 

sweet stray sister, shifting 
Tlie heart's division divideth us. 
Thy heart is light as a leaf of 
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But none goes forth among seafgulfa hollow 
To the place of the slaying of Itylus, 
The feaat of Daulis, the Thradan sea. 

O swallow, sbter, O rapid swallow, 
I pray thee sing not a little space. 
Are not the roofs and the lintels wet ? 
The woven web that was plain to follow, 
The small slain body, the flower-lite face, 
Can I remember if thou forget ? 

O Mster, sist«r, thy first-hegotten ! 

The hands that cling and the feet that follow, 

The voice of the child's blood crying yet 

Who kalArenmnberedme? icho hath forgotteni 

Thou hast forgotten, summer swallow, 

IJut the world shall end when I forget. 
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BIt life is bitter with thj love ; thine eyes 

Blind me, thy treaaes bum me, thy sharp sighs 

Divide my flesh and spirit with soft sound, 

And my blood strengthens, and my veins aboiinil. 

I pray thee sigh not, ^eak not, draw not breath ; 

Let life hnrn down, and dream it is not death. 

I would the sea had hidden us, the fire 

(Wilt tboij fear tbat, and fear not my desire?) 

Severed the bones that bleach, the flesli that cleaves, 

And let our sifted ashes drop like leaves. 

I feel thy blood against my blood : my paia 

Pains ihee, and lips bruise lips, and vein stings vein. 

Let fruit be crushed on fruit, let flower on flower. 

Breast kindle breast, and either bum one hour. 

Wby wilt thou follow lesser loves? are thine 

Too weak to bear these hands and lips of mine? 

I charge thee for my life's sake, too sweet 

To crush love with thy cruel faultless feet ; 

I charge thee keep thy lip from hers or his. 

Sweetest, till tbeirs be sweeter than my kiss: 
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L«st I too lure, a swallow for a doYO, 

Erotion or Eriana to my love. 

I would my love could till thee ; I am satiated 

With seeing thee live, and fain would have thee deiid. 

I, would earth had thy body as fruit to eat, 

And no mouth but some serpent's found thee sweet. 

I would And grievous ways to have thee slain, 

Intense device, and superflux of pain ; 

Vex liee with amorous agonies, and shate 

Life at thy lips, and leave it there to ache ; 

Strain out thy soul with pangs too soft to kill. 

Intolerable interludes, and infinite ill; 

Relapse and reluctation of the breath, 

Dumb tunes and shuddering semitones of death. 

1 am weary of all thy words and soft strange ways, 

Of all love's fiery nights and all his days, 

And all the broken kisses salt as brine 

That shuddering lips make moist with waterish wine. 

And eyes the bluer for all those hidden hours 

That pleasure fills with tears and feeds fi'Oin flowers. 

Fierce at tlie heart witli fire that half comes tlirough. 

But all the fiower-like white stained round with blue j 

The fervent underlid, and that above 

Lifted with laughter or abashed with love ; 

Thine amorous girdle, full of thee and fair. 

And leavings of the lilies in thine hair. 

Yea, all sweet words of thine and all thy ways. 

And all the fruit of nights and flower of days, 

And stinging lips wherein the hot sweet brine 

That Love was born! of bums and foams like wine, 
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And eyes insatiable of amorous houra, 

Fervent as fire and, delicate as flowers, 

Colored like niglit at heart, but cloven through 

Like night with flame, dyed round like night with 

Clothed witli deep eyelids under and above — 
Yea, all thy beauty sickens me with love ; 
Thy girdle empty of fhee and now not fair, 
And ruinous iiiiea in thy languid hair. 
Ah, take no thought for Love's sake ; shall this be. 
And she who loves thy lover not love thee ? 
Sweet soul, sweet mouth of all that laughs and lives. 
Mine is she, very mine ; and she forgives. 
For I heheld in sleep the light that is 
In her high place in Paphos, heard the kiss 
Of body and soul that mix with eager tears 
And laughter stinging through the eyes and ears ; 
Saw Love, as buruing flame from crown to feet, 
Imperishable, upon her storied seat ; 
Clear eyelids lifted toward the nortli and south, 
A mind of many colors, and a mouth 
Of many tunes and kisses ; and she bowed, 
"With aJl her subtle face laughing aloud. 
Bowed down upon me, saying, " Who doth thee wrong, 
Sappho ? " but thoiz — thy body is the song. 
Thy mouth the music; thou art more than I, 
Thougli my voice die not tOl the whole world die ; 
Though men that hear it madden ; though love weep, 
Though Nature ebange, though shame bu charmed 
asleep. 
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Ah, wilt thou slay me lest I kiss thee dead ? 
Yet the queen laughed from her sweet heart aiiil said 
" Even she that flies shall follow for thy sake, 
And she shall ^ve thee gifts that would not take, 
Shall kiss that would not kiss thee " (yea, kiss me) 
"When thou wouldst not" — when I would not kiss 

thee! 
Ah, more to me than all men as tliou art, 
Shall not my songs assuage her at the heart? 
Ah, sweet to me as life seems sweet to death, 
"Why should her wrath fiJl thee with fearful breath? 
Nay, sweet, for is she God alone ? hath she 
Made earth and all the centuries of the sea, 
Taught the smi ways to travel, woven most flne 
The moonbeams, shed the starbeams forth as wine, 
Bound with her myrtles, beaten with her rods, 
The young men and the maidens and the gods ? 
Have we not lips to love with, eyes for tears. 
And summer and flower of women and of years ? 
Stars for the foot of morning, and for noon 
Sunlight, and exaltation of the moon ; 
Waters tliat answer waters, fields tliat wear 
Lilies, and languor of the Lesbian air? 
Beyond those flying feet of fluttered doves, 
Are there not other gods for otlier loves ? 
Yea, though she scourge thee, sweetest, for my sake, 
Blossom not thorns and flowers not blood should hreuB. 
Ail that my Kps were tuneless lips, but pressed 
To the bruised blossom of thy scourged white breast ! 
Ah that my mouth for Muses' milk were fed 
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Oh Uie sweet blood thy sweet em alj^ wounds had Jjiudl 

That with my tongue I felt them, and could taste 

The faint flakes from thy bosom to the waist I 

That I eould drink thy veins as wine, and eat 

Thy breasts like honey ! that from face' to feet 

Thy body were abolished and consumed, 

And in my flesh thy very flesh entombed ! 

Ah, ah, thy beauty ! like a beast it bites, 

Stings like an adder, like an arrow smites. 

Ah sweet, and sweet again, and seven times sweet, 

The paces and tlie pauses of thy feet ! 

All sweeter than all sleep or summer air 

The fallen fillets fragrant from thine hair! 

Yea, though their alien kisses do me wrong, 

Sweeter thy lips tlian mine with all their song ; 

Thy shoulders whiter than a fleece of white, 

And fiower-sweet fingers, good to bruise or bite 

As honeycomb of the inmost honey-cells, 

With almond-ishaped and roseleaf-colored shells. 

And blood like purple blossom at the tips 

Qui¥ering;'and pain made perfect in thy lipa 

For my sake when I hurt thee ; oh that I 

Durst crush thee out of life with love, and die, — 

Die of thy pain and my delight, and be 

Mixed with thy blood and molten into thee ! 

Would I not plague thee dying overmuch ? 

Would I not hurt thee perfectly ? not touch 

Thy pores of sense with torture, and make bright 

Tliine eyes with bloodlike tears and grievous light ? 

Strike pang from pang aa note is struck from note, 
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Catch the sob's micldle music in thy th loat. 

Take thy limbs living, and new-mould with these 

A lyre of many faultless agonies ? 

Feed thee with fever and famine and fine drouth, 

With perfect pangs convulse thy perfect mouth. 

Make tby life shudder La thee ajid burn afresh, 

And wring thy very spirit through the tlesh? 

Cruel ? but Love makes all that love him well 

Aa wise as heaven and crueller than hell. 

Me hath love made more bitier toward thee 

Than death toward man ; but were I made as he 

Who hath made all things to break them one by one, 

If my feet trod upon the stars and sun 

And soul^ of men as his have alway trod, 

God knows I might be crueller than God. 

For who shall change with prayers or thanksgivings 

The mystery of the cruelty of things ? 

Or say what God above all gods and years, 

With offering and blood-sacrifice of tears, 

With lamentation from strange lands, from graves 

Where the snake pastures, from scarred mouths of 

From prison, and from plunging prows of ships 
Through fiamelike f()am of the sea's closing lips — 
With thwartings of strange signs, and wind-blown haii 
Of comets, desolating the dim air. 
When darkness is made fest with seals and bars, 
And fierce reluctance of disastrous stars, 
Eclipse, and sound of shaken hills, and wings 
Darkening, and blind inexpiable things — 
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With sorrow of laboring moons, and altering light 
And travail of tlie planets of the night, 
And weeping of the weary Pleiads seven, 
Feeds the mute melancholy lust of heaven ? 
Is not his incense bitterness, his meat 
Murder ? his hidden face and iron feet 
Hath not man known, and felt them on their way 
Threaten and trample all things and every day ? 
Hath he not seat us hunger ? who hath cursed 
Spirit and flesh with longing ? filled with thirst 
Their lips who cried unte him ? who bade exceed 
The fervid will, fall short the feeble deed. 
Bade sink the spirit and the flesh aspire, 
Pain animate the dust of dead desire, 
And life yield up her Hower to violent fate ? 
Him would I reach, him smite, him desecrate, 
Pierce the cold lips of God with humaa breath, 
And mix his immortality with death. 
Why hath he made us P what had aU we done 
That we should live and loathe the sterile sun, 
And with the moon wax paler as she wanes. 
And pulse by pulse feel time grow through oui- veins 
Thee too tlie years shall cover ; thou shalt be 
As the rose horn of one same hlood with thee, 
As a song sung, as a word said, and fail 
Flower-wise, and be not any more at all. 
Nor any memory of thee anywhere; 
For never Muse has bound above thine hair 
ITie high Pierian flower whose graft outgrows 
r kinship of the mortal rose 
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And color of deciduous days, nor shed 
Reflex and fluah of heaven about thine head, 
Nor reddened brows made pale hy floral grief 
With splendid shadow from that lordlier leaf. 
Tea, thou ahalt be forgotten lite Spilt wine, 
Except these idsses of my lips on thine 
Brand them with immortality ; but me — 
Men shall not see bright fire nor hear tte sea, 
Nor mix their hearts with music, nor behold 
Cast forth of heaven with feet of awful gold 
And plumeless wings that make the bright air blind 
Lightning, with thunder for a hound behind 
Hunting through fields unfurrowed and unsown — 
But in tie light and laughter, in the moan 
And music, and in grasp of lip and hand 
And shudder of water that makes felt on land 
The immeasurable tremor of all the sea, 
Memories shuU mix and metaphors of me. 
Like me shall be the shuddering calm of night, 
"When all the winds of the world for pure delight 
Close lips tliat quiver and fold up wings that ache ; 
When nightingales are louder for love's sake, 
And leaves tremble like lute-strings or like fire ; 
Like me the one star swooning with desire 
Even at the cold lips of the sleepless moon, 
As I at thine ; like me the waste white noon, 
Burnt through witii barren sunlight ; and like mo 
The land-stream and the tide-stream in the sea. 
I am sick with time as these with ebb and flow, 
And by tie yearning in my veins I know 
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72 ANACTORIA. 

The yearaing somid of waters ; and mine eyea 
Burn as that beamlesB Are whicK fills the skies 
With troubled stars and travailing things of flaiLe 
And in my heart the grief consuming them 
Labors, and in my veins the thirst of these, 
And ali the summer travail of the trees 
And all the winter sickness ; and the earth, 
Filled full with deadl^ works of death and birtli, 
Sore spent with hungry lusts of hirth and death, 
Has pain like mine in her divided breath ; 
Her spring of leaves is barren, and her fruit 
Ashes ; her boughs are burdened, and her root 
Fibrous and gnarled with poison ; underneath 
Serpents have gnawn it through with tortuous teeth 
Made sharp upon the hones of all the dead, 
And wild birds rend her branchog overhead. 
These, woven as r^ment for his word and thought, 
These hath Glod made, and me as these, and wrought 
Song, and hath lit it at my lips ; and me 
Earth shall not gather though she feed on thee. 
As a shed f«ar shalt thou be shed ; but 1 — 
Lo, earth mx^ labor, men live long and die, 
Tears change and stars, and the high God devise 
New things, and old things wane before his eyes 
Who wields and wrecks them, being more strong 

than they — 
But, having made me, me he shhll not slay. 
Nor slay nor satiate, like those herda of his 
Who laugh and live a little, and their kiss 
Contents them, and their loves are swift and sweet. 
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And sure death grasps aad gains them with slow feet, 

Love they or hate they, strive or how their knees — 

And all these end ; he hath his wUl of these. 

Yea, bat albeit he slay me, hating me — 

Albeit he bide me in the deep dear sea. 

And cover me with cool wan foam, and ease 

This soul of mine as any soul of these. 

And give me wat«r and great sweet waves, and make 

The very sea's name lordlier for my sake, 

The whole sea sweeter, — albeit I die indeed 

And liide myself and sleep and no man heed, 

Of me the high God hath not all his will. 

BloBBom of branches, and on each high hill 

Clear air and wind, and under in clamprous vales 

Fierce noises of the fiery nightingales, 

Buda burning in the sudden spring like fire. 

The wan washed sand and the waves' vain desire, 

Smis seen like blown white flowers at sea, and words 

That bring tears swiftest, and long notes of birds 

Violently singing tiU the whole world sings — 

I, Sappho, shall be one with all these things, — 

"With all high things forever ; and my face 

Seen once, my songs once heard in a strange place, 

Cleave to men's lives, and waste the days thereof 

With gladness and much sadness and long love. 

Yea, they shall say, earth's womb has borne in vain 

New things, and never this best thing again ; 

Borne days and men, borne fruits and wars and wine, 

Seasons and songs, but no song more like mine. 

And they shaU know me as ye who have known me 
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Last year when I loved AttHs, and this year 
WLen I love thee ; and they shall praise me, and Ea 
" She hath all time as all we have our day, 
Shall she not live and have her will " — even I ? 
Yea, though th'ou dtest, 1 say I shall not die. 
for these shall give me of their souls, shall give 
Life, and the days and loves wherewith I hve, 
Shall quicken me with loving, fill with hreath, 
Save me and serve me, strive for me with death. 
Alas, that neither moon nor snow nor dew 
Nor all cold things can purge me wholly through, 
Assume me, nor allay me, nor appease, 
Till supreme sleep shall bring me hloodless ease ; 
Till time was faint in all his periods ; 
Till fate undo the bondage of the gods, 
And lay, to slake and satiate me all through, 
Lotus and Lethe on my lips like dew. 
And shed around and over and under me 
Thick darkness and the insuperable sea. 



d^vGoogle 



HYMN TO PEOSERPIKE. 

m PROCLAMATION IN BOMB OB THE CHRISTIA 



1 HAVE lived loDg enough, having seen one thing, 

that love hatk an end ; 
Groddess and maiden and queen, be near me now and 

befriend. 
Thou art more than the day or the morrow, the 

seagons that laugh or that weep ; 
For these give joj and sorrow ; but thou, Proserpina, 



Sweet is the treading of wine, and sweet the feet of 

the dove ; 
But a goodlier gift is thine than foam of the grapes of 

love. 
Yea, is not even Apollo, with hair and harp-string of 

gold, 
A bitter god to follow, a beautiful god to behold ? 
I am sick of singing ; the bays bum deep and chafe : 

To rest a little from praise and grievous pleasure aad 
pain. 
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For the gods we know not of, who give us our iMly 

breath, 
We know they are cruel as love or life, and lovely aa 

death. 

gods dethroned and deceased, cast forth, wiped out 

From your wrath is the world released, redeemed 
from your chains, men say. 

New gods are crowned ia the city; their flowers 
have broken your rods ; 

They are merciful, clothed with pity, the young com- 
passionate gods. 

But for me their new device is barren, the days are 

Things long past over suffice, and men forgotten that 

Time and the gods are at strife ; ye dwell in the 

midst thereof, 
Itrdning a little life from the harren breasts of love, 

1 say to you, cease, take rest ; yea, I say to you all, 

be at peace. 
Till the bitter milk of her breast and the barren 

bosom shall cease. 
Wilt thou yet take aU, Galilean ? but these thou shalt 

not take. 
The laurel, the palms and the pffiau, the breasts of the 

nymphs in the brake ; 
Breasta more soft than a dove's, that tremble with 

tenderer breath ; 
And all the wings of the Loves, and all the joy before 

death; 
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All the feet of the hours that sound as a single lyre, 
Dropped and deep in the flowers, witii strings that 

flicker lilce flre. 
More than these wilt thou ^ve, things fairer thau all 

these tilings ? 
Nay, for a little we live, and life hath mutable wings. 
A little while and we die; shall life not thrive as it 

For no man under the aky lives twice, outliving his 

And grief is a grievous thing, and a man hath enough 

of his tears : 
Why should he labor, and bring fresh grief to blacken 

his years ? 
Thou hast conquered, pale Galilean ; the world lias 

grown gray from thy breath ; 
We have drunken of things Lethean, and fed on the 

fullness, of death. 
Laurel is green for a season, and love is swoet for a 

But love grows bitter with treason, and laurel out- 
lives not May. 

Sleep, shall we sleep after all ? for the world is pot 
sweet in the end ; 

For the old faitlis loosen and fall, the new years ruin 
and rend. 

Fate is a sea without shore, and the soul is a rock 
that abides ; 

But her ears are vexed with the roar and her face 
with the foam of the tides. 
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iip3 tliat tlie live blood faints in, the leavings o( 
raclcs and rods ! 

ghasOy glories of saints, dead limbs of gibbeted 

gods! 
Though aD men abase them before yon in spirit, and 
all knees bend, 

1 kneel not, neither adore you, but standing, look to 

the end. 
All delicate days and pleasant, all spirits and sorrows 

Far out with the foam of the present that sweeps to 

the surf of the past ; 
Where beyond the extreme sea-wall, and between the 

remote aea-gates, 
Waste water washes, and tall ships founder, and deep 

Where, mighty with deepening sides, clad about with 

the seas as with wings, 
And impelled of invisible tides, and fulfilled of unspeak- 
able things. 
White-eyed and poisonous-flnned, shark-toothed and 

serpentine-eurled, 
Rolls, under the whitening wind of the future, the 

wave of the world. 
The depths stand naked in sunder behind it, the 

RtomiB flee away ; 
In the hollow before it the thunder is taken and 

snared as a prey ; 
In its sides is the north-wind bound ; and its salt is 

of all men's tears ; 
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With light of ruin, and souBd of changes, and pnlsa 

of years : 
"With travel of day after day, and with trouble of 

hour upon hour ; 
And bitter as blood is the spray ; and the crests are 

as fengs that devour : 
And its vapor and storm of its steam as the sighing 

of spirits to be ; 
And its noise as the noise in a dream ; and ita depth 

as the roots of the sea : 
And the height of its heads as the height of the ut- 

niost stars of the air ; 
And the ends of the earth at the might thereof tremble, 

and time is made bare. 
Wm ye bridle the deep sea with reins, will ye chasten 

the high sea with rods ? 
Will ye take her to chain her with chains, who is 

older than all ye gods ? 
All ye as a wind shall go by, as a fire shall ye jwias 

and be past ; 
Te are gods, and behold, ye shall die, and the waves 

he upon you at last 
In the darkness of time, in the deeps of the years, in 

the changes of things, * 

Te shall eieep as a slain man sleeps, and the world 

shall forget you for kings. 
Though the feet of thine Hgh-pidests tread where thy 

lords and our forefathers trod. 
Though these that were gods are dead, and thou be- 
ing dead art a god, 
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Though before thee the throned Cytherean he fallen, 
and hidden her head, 

Yet thy kingdom shall pass, Galilean, thy dead shall 
go down to thee dead. 

Of the maiden thy mother men sing as a goddess witL 
grace clad around ; 

Thou art throned where anotlier was king ; where 
another was queen she is crowned. 

Yea, once we had sight of another ; but now she is 
queen, say these. 

Not as thine, not as thine was our mother, — a blos- 
som of flowering seas. 

Clothed round with the world's desire as with raiment, 
and fair as the foam. 

And fleeter than kindled fire, and a goddess, and 
mother of Eome. 

For thine came pale and a maiden, and sister to sor- 
row ; but ours, 

Her deep hair heavily laden wHh odor and color of 
flowers, 

White rose of the rose-white water, a silvisr splendor. 

Bent down unto us that besought her, and earth grew 

For thine came weeping, a slave among slayes, and 

rejected ; but she 
Came flushed fronl the full-flushed wave, and imperial, 

her foot on the sea. 
And tiie wonderful waters knew her, the winds and 

tlie Tiewless ways. 
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And the roses grew rosier, and bluer the s«a-blue 

Btream of the bays, 
Te are fallen, our lords, by what token ? we wist that 

ye should not fall. 
Ye were , all ea fair that are broken ; and one more 

fair than ye all. 
But I turn to her still, having seen she shall surely 

abide in the end ; 
Goddess and maiden and queen, be near me now and 

befriend. 

daughter of earth, of my mother, her crown and 

blossom of birth, 

1 am also, I also, thy brother ; I go as I came unto 

In the night wheie thine eyes are as moons are in 

heaven, the night where thou art. 
Where the silence is more than all tunes, where sleep 

ovei flows horn the heart, 
Where the poppies are sweet as the rose in our world, 

and the red rose is white, 
And the wind falls faint as it blows with the fume of 

the flowers of the night, 
And the murmur of spirita that sleep in the shadow 

of gods from afar 
Grows dim in thine ears and deep as the deep dim 

soul of a star, 
In the sweet low light of thy face, under h 

trod by the sun, 
Let my soul with Iheir souls find plai: 

what is done and undone. 
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Thou art more than the gods who mimber the days 
of our temporal breath ; 

For iliese give labor and slumber; but thou, Proser- 
pina, death. 

Therefore now at thy feet I abide for a season in 
silence. I know 

I shall die as my fathers died, and sleep as they sleep ; 
even so. 

For the glass of the years is brittle wherein we gaze 
for a span ; 

A little soul for a little bears up thia corpse which is 

So long I endure, no longer; and laugh not again, 

neither weep. 
For there is no god found stronger than deatli ; and 

death is & sleep. 

1 M=B"""Ij3mrr^>i'«pl». EPICIETUS. 
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ILICET. 

TuEEE is aa end of joy and sorr 
Peace all day long, all night, all 

But never a time to laugh or weep. 
The end 13 come of pleasant places, 
The end of tender words and faces, 

The end of all, — the poppied sleep. 

No place for sound within their hearin 
No room to hope, no time for fearing, 

No lips to laugh, no lida for tears. 
The old years have run out aD their 
No cliance of pain, no chance of pies 

No fragment of the brolsen years. 



Outside of all the worlds and ages, 
There where the fool is as the sage 13, 

There where the slayer is dean of blood ; 
No end, no passage, no beginning, 
Tliere where the sinner leaves off Mnning, 

There where the good man is not good. 

There is not one thing with another, 
But Evil saith to Good : My brother, 
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My brother, I am one with thee : 
They shall not strive nor cry forever: 
No man shall choose hetween them : never 

Shall this thing end and that thing be. 

Wind wherein seas ajld stars are shaken 
Shall shake them, and they shall not waken ; 

None that has lain down shall arise ; 
-The atones are sealed across their places ; 
One shadow is shed on all their faces, 

One hlindness cast on all their eyes. 

Sleep, is it sleep perchance that covers 
Each face, as each face were his lover's ? 

Farewell ; as men that sleep feire well. 
The gra,ve's month laughs onto derision 
Deare and dread and dream and vision. 

Delight of heaven and sorrow of hell. 

No aoul shall tell nor lip shall nnmber 
The names and tribes of you that slumber ; 

No memory, no memorial. 
" Thou knowest " — who shall say thou knowest ? 
There is none liighest and none lowest ; 

An end, an end, an end of all. 

Good night, good sleep, good reet from sorrow, 
To these that shall not have good morrow ; 

The gods be gentle to all these. 
Nay, if death be not, how siiail they ba ? 
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Nay, is there help in heaven ? it may bo 
All things ajid lords of things shall cease. 

The stooped urn, filling, dips and flashes ; 
The bronzed brims are deep in ashes; 

The pale old lips of death, are fed. 
Shall this dust gather flesh hereafter ? 
Shall one shed tears or fall to laughter, 

At sigh* of all these poor old dead ? 

Nay, as thou wilt ; these know not of it ; 
Thine eyes' strong weeping shall not profit, 

Thy laughter shall not ^ve thee ease ; 
Cry aloud, spare not, cease not crying. 
Sigh, till thou deave thy sides with sighing, 

Thou shalt not raise up one of these. 

Burnt spices flash, and burnt wine hisseB, 
The breathing flame's mouth curia and kisses 

The small dried rows of frankincense ; 
All roimd the sad red blossoms smoulder, 
Flowers colored hke the fire, but colder, 

Ie sign of sweet things taken hence ; 

Tea, for their sake and in death's favor 
Things of sweet shape and of sweet savor 

"We yield them, spice aod flower and vi^ne ; 
Tea, costlier things than wine or spices. 
Whereof aone knoweth how great the price ia, 

And fruit that comea not of the vine. 



d^vGoogle 



From boy's pierc«d throat and ^I's pierced bosom 
Drips, reddening round tte blood-red blossom, 

The slow delicious bright soft blood, 
Bathing the spices and the pyre, 
Bathing the flowers and fallen fire, 

Bathing the hlossom by the bud. 

Eogea whose lips the flame has deadened 
Drink till the lappicg leaTes are reddened 

And warm wet inner petals weep ; 
The flower whereof sick sleep geta leisure, 
Barren of haloi and purple pleasure, 

Fumes with no native steam of sleep. 

Why will ye weep ? what do ye weeping ? 
For waking folk and people sleeping, 

And sands that fill and sands that fall ; 
The days rose-red, tte poppied hours, 
Blood, wine, and spice and fire and flowers. 

There is one end of one and all. 

Shall such an one lend love or borrow ? 
Shall these be sorry for thy soitow ? 

Shall these give thanks for words or hreath ? 
Their hate is as their loving-kindness ; 
The frontlet of their hrows is blindness ; 

The armlet of their arms is death. 

Lo, for no noise or fight of thunder 

Shall these grave-clothes be rent in sunder ; 
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He tbat hath takea, shall he give ? 
He hath rent them : shall he bind together ? 
He hath bound them : shall he break the tether ? 

He hath slain them ; shall he bid them live ? 

A little sorrow, a little pleasure, 
Fate metes us from the dusty measure 

That holds the date of all of ua ; 
We are bom with travail and strong crying, 
And from the birth-day to the dying 

The likeness of our life is thus. 

One girds himself to serve another. 
Whose father was the dust, whose mother 

The little dead red worm therein ; 
They find no fruit of things they cherish ; 
The goodne^ of a man stall perish, 

It shall be one thing with Mb sin. 

Xn deep wet ways by gray old gardens 

Fed with sharp spring the sweet fruit hardens ; 

They know not vrhat fruits wane or grow ; 
Red eiimmer burns to the utmost emher ; 
They know not, neither can remember, 

The old years and flowers they used to know. 

Ah, for their sates, so trapped and taken, 
Eor theirs, forgotten and forsaken. 

Watch, sleep not, gird thyself with prayer. 
Nay, where the heail of wrath is broken, 
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Where long love ends aa a tiling spoken, 
How shall thy crying enter there ? 

TJtougli the iron sides of the old world falter 
The likeness of them stall not alter 

For all the rumor of periods, 
The stars and seasons that come after. 
The tears of latter men, the laughter 

Of the old unalterable gods. 

Far Tip ahove the years and nations. 

The high gods, clothed and crowned with patience, 

Endure through days of deathlike date ; 
They bear the witness of things hidden ; 
Before their eyes all life stands chidden, 

As they before the eyes of Fate. 

Nor for their love shall Fate retire, 
Nor they relent for our desire, 

Nor the graves open for their call. 
The end is more than joy and angubh, 
Than lives that laugh and lives that languidi, 

The poppied sleep, the end of all. 
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HEEMAPHRODITUS. 



LiPi up thy lips, tura round, look back for love, 

Blmd love that comes by night and casts out rest ; 

Of all things tjred thy lips look weariest, 
Save the long smile that they are wearied of. 
Ah sweet, albeit no love be sweet enough, 

Choose of t^o loves and cleave unto the best ; 

Two loves at either blossom of thy breast 
Strive until one be under and one above. 
Their breath is fire upon the amorona air. 

Fire in thine eyes and where thy lips suspire : 
And whosoever hath seen thee, being so fair. 

Two things turn all his life and blood to fire ; 
A strong desire begot on great despair, 

A great despair cast out by strong desire. 



Where between sleep and life some brief space is 
With love like gold bound round about the he; 
Sex to sweet sez with lips and limbs is wed, 
Turning the fruitful feud of hers and his 
To the waste wedlock of a sterile kiss ; 

Tet from them something like as fire is sited 
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Tltat sliall not be assuaged till death be dead, 
Though neither life nor sleep can find out this. 
Love made himself of flesh that perisheth 

A pleasure-house for all the loves his kin j 
But on the one side sat a man like death, 

And on the other a woman sat like sin. 
So with veiled eyes and sobs between his breath 

Love turned himself and would not enter in. 



Love, is it love or sleep or shadow or light 

That lies between thine eyelids and thine eyes ? 

Like a flower laid upon a flower it lies, 
Or like the night's dew laid upon the nighL 
Love stands upon thy left hand and thy right, 

Yet by no sunset and by no moonrlse 

Shall make thee man and ease a woman's sighs, 
Or make thee woman for a man's delight. 
To what strange end hath some strange god made fiiii 

The double blosaom of two fruitless flowers ? 
Hid love in all the folds of all thy hair, 

Fed thee on. summers, watered thee with showers, 
Given all the gold that all the seasons wear 

To thee that art a thing of barren hours ? 



Yea, love, I see ; it is not love but fear. 

Nay, sweet, it b not fear but love, I know ; 

Or wherefore should thy body's blossom blow 
So sweetly, or tliine eyelids leave so clear 
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Thy graciotis eyes ttat never made a tear — 

Though for their love our tears like blooil shcMid 

Though lovfl and life and death should come and 
go, 
So dreadful, so desirable, so dear? 
Yea, sweet, I know ; I saw in what swift wise 

Beneath the woman's and the water's kiss 

Thy moist limbs melted into Salmacis, 
And the large light turned tender in thine eyes, 
Aiid all thy boy's hreath softened into sighs ; 

But Love being bhnd, how should he know of thia ( 
Au Mtisie du Louvre. Mars, ISR'i 
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FEAGOLETTA. 

Love ! what shall bo said of thee ? 
The BOD of grief begot by joy ? 
Being sighUess, wilt thou see ? 
Being sexless, wilt thoE he 
Maiden or boy ? 

1 dreamed of strange lips yesterday 
And cheeks wherein the amhiguous hlooil 
Was like a rose's — yea, 

A rose's when it hiy 
Within the bud. 

What fields have hred thee, or what groyea 
Concealed thee, mysterious flower, 

double rose of Love's, 
With leases that lure the doves 
From bud to bower ? 

1 dare not kiss it, lest my lip 

Press harder than an indrawn breath. 
And all the sweet life sKp 
Forth, and the sweet leaves drip, 
Bloodlike, in death. 
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FRAGOLETTA. 

sole desire of my delight ! 
sole delight of my desire ! 
Mine eyelids and eyeaight 
Feed on thee day and night 
Like lips of fire. 

Lean back thy throat of carvea pearl, 
Let thy mouth murmur like the dove's ; 
Say, Venus hath no girl, 
Wo front of female curl, 
Among her Loves. 

Thy sweet low bosom, thy dose hair. 
Thy strait soft flanks and slenderer feet, 
Thy virginal strange air, 
Are these not over fair 
For Love to greet ? 

How shotdd he greet thee ? what new nan 
Fit to move all men's hearts, could move 
Thee, deaf to love or shame, 
Love's sister, by the same 
Mother aa Love ? 

Ah sweet, the maiden's mouth is cold. 
Her hreast-blossoms are simply red, 
Her hair mere brown or gold. 
Fold over simple fold 
Binding her head. 
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FRAGOLETTA. 

Thy aaouth is made of fire and wine, 
T!iy barren bosom takes my kiss 
And turns my soul to tbine 
And turns tliy lip to mine, 
And mine it ia. 

Thou bast a serpent in thine bair, 
In all the cmls that close and cling ; 
And ab, tby breast-flower ! 
Ah love, thy mouth too fair 
To kiss and eting I 

Cleave to me, love me, kiss mine eye 
Satiate tby lips with loving me ; 
Nay, for thou sbalt not rise ; 
Lie etill as Love that dies 
For love of thee. 

Mine arms are close about tbine heai 
My lii>3 are fervent on tby fece. 
And where my kisa hath fed 
Tby llower-Iike blood leaps red 
To the kissed place. 

Oh bitterness of things too sweet I 
Oh broken singing of the dove ! 
Love's wings are over fleet, 
And like the panther's feet 
The feet of Love. 
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RONDEL. 

These manj' years since we begaii fo be, 

"What liave the gods done with us ? what witli me, 

What with my love ? they have shown me fates and 

Harsh springs, and fountmns bitterer than the sea, 
Grief a, fixed star, and joy a vane that veera, 
These many years. 

"With her, my love, with her have they done wel! ? 
But who shall answer for her? who shall tell 
Sweet things or sad, such things as no mai' heais? 
May no tears fell, if no tears ever fell, 
From eyes more dear to me than staniest spbftres 
These many years ! 

But if tears ever touched, for any grief. 
Those eyelids folded like a white-rose leaf, 
Deep double shells wherethrough the eye-flower peers, 
Let them weep once more only, sweet and brief. 
Brief tears and bright, for one who gave hei tears 
These many years. 
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SATIA TE SANGUINE. 

It yon loved me ever so little, 
I could bear the bonds that gall, 

I could dream Uie bonds were brittle ; 
You do not love me at all. 

O beautiful lips, bosom 

More wbite than the moon's and wai 
A sterile, a ruinous blossom 

Jb blown your way in a, atonn. 

As tlie lost white feverish limbs 
Of the Lesbian Wappho, adrift 

In foam, vfhere flie sea-weed Bwinis, 
Swam loose for the streams to lift, 

My heart swims blind in a sea 
That stuns me ; swims to and fro, 

And gathers to windward and lee 
Lamentation, and mourning, and wo 



A broken, an emptied boat. 
Sea saps it, winds blow apart, 

Sick and adrift and afloat, 
The barren waif of a heart. 
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SATIA TE SAKGUINE. 

Where, when the gods would be crue 
Do they go for a torture ? where 

Plant thorns, set paiu like a jewel ? 
Ah, not in the flesh, — not there ! 

The racks of earih and tte rods 
Are weak as foam on the sands ; 

In the heart is the prey for gods, 
Who crucify hearts, not hands. 



Mere pangs corrode and c 

Dead when life dies in the brain ; 

In the infinite spirit Is room 

JFor the pulse of an infinite pain, 

1 wish yon were dead, my dear ; 

I would give you, had I to give, 
Some death loo bitter to fear ; 

It is better to die thait lire. 

I wish you were stricken of thunder 
And burnt with a bright flame through. 

Consumed and cloven in sunder, 
I dead at your feet like you. 

If I could hut know after all, 

I might cease to hunger and ache, 

Though your heart were ever so small. 
If it were not a stone or a snake. 
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BATIA TE SANG urns 

You are cruder, yon that we lore, 
Tlian hatred, hunger, or death ; 

You have eyes and breasts like a dove, 
And you kill men's hearts with a breath. 

As a plague in a poisonous city 
Insults and exults on her dead, 

So you, when pallid for pity 

Comes love, and fawns to ba fed. 

As a tame beaet writhes and wheedles. 
He fewns to be fed with wiles ; 

You carve him a cross of needles, 
And whet them sharp as your smiles. 

He ia patient of thom and whip. 
He is dumb under axe or dart; 

You suck with a sleepy red lip 
The wet red wounds in his heart. 

You thrill as his pulses dwindle. 

You brighten and warm as he bleeds, 

"With insatiable eyes that kindle 
And insatia,ble mouth that feeds. 

Your hands nmled love to the tree, 

You fitript him, scourged him with rods, 

And drowned him deep in the sea 
Tliat hides the dead and their gods. 
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BATIA TE SANGUINE. 

And for all this, die will lie not ; 

There is no man sees him but I ; 
Too came and went and forgot : 

T hope he will some day die 
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A LITANT. 



All the bright lights of heaven 

I will make dark over thee ; 
One night shall he as seven 

That its skirts may cover thee ; 
I will send on thy strong men a sword, 

On thy remnant a rod ; 
Ye shaU know that I am the Lord, 

Saiik tJiB Lord God. 



All the bright lights of heaven 

Thou hast made dark over us 
One night has been as seven 

That its skirt might cover us ; 
Thou hast sent on our strong men 

On our remnant a rod ; 
We know that thou art the Lord, 

Lord our God. 
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Ab the tresses and wings of the wind 

Are scattered and shaken, 
1 will scatter all tbem that have sinned, - 

There shall none be taken ; 
As a sower that scattereth seed, 

So will I scatter them ; 
Aa one breaketh and shattereth a reed, 

I will break and shatter them. 



As the wings and the locks of the wind 

Are scattered and shaken, 
Tliou hast scattered all them that have sinned,- 

There was no man. taken ; 
Aa a sower that scattereth seed, 

So hast thou scattered us ; 
As one breaketh and shatteretli a reed, 

Thou hast broken and shattered us. 



From all thy lovers that love thee 

1, God, will sunder thee ; 
I will make darkness above thee, 

And thick darkness under thee j 
Before me goeth a light, 

tehind me a sword ; 
Shall a remnant fiud grace in my sight ? 

T am the Lord. 
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From all our lovers that love us 

Thou, God, didafc sunder us ; 
Thou madest darkness above «9, 

And thick darkness under us ; 
Thou haat kindled tliy wrath for a light, 

And made ready thy sword ; 
Let a renmaut find grace in thy sight. 

We beseech thee, Lord. 



Wilt thou hring fine gold for a payment 

For sins on this wise ? 
For the glittering of raiment 

And the shining of eyes, 
For the painting of faces 

And the sundering of trust, 
For the ains of thine high places 

And delight of thy lust ? 

For your high things ye shall have lowly, 

Lamentation for song; 
For, behold, I, God. am holy, 

I, the Lord, am strong ; 
Ye shall seek me and shall not reach me 

Till the wine-press be trod; 
la that hour je shall turn and beseech me, 

Saith the Lord God, 
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Not witli fine gold for a payment, 

But with coin of siglis, 
Bat with rending of raiment 

And with weeping of eyes, 
But with shame of stricken faces 

And with strewing of dust, 
For tte sin of stately pl^ea 

And lordship of lust ; 

With voices of men. made lowly, 

Made empty of song, 
O Lord Gtod most holy, 

O God most strong, 
We reach out hands to reach thee 

Ere the wine-press he trod ; 
Wa beseech theo, O I^jid, we beseech thee, 

Lord our God. 



In that hour thou shalt say to the night. 

Come down and cover us ; 
To the cloud oo thy left and thy right, 

Be thou spread over us ; 
A snare shall he as thy mother. 

And a curse thy bride ; 
Thou shalt put her away, and another 

Shall lie by thy side. 
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t A LITANY. 

Thou shalt. neitiier rise up by day 

Nor lie down by night ; 
"Would God it were dark 1 thou shalt say ; 

Would God it were light ! 
And tke sight of thine eyes shall be made 

As the burning of fire ; 
And thy aoul shall be sorely afraid 

For thy soul's desire. 

Te whom your lords loved well, 

Putting silver and gold on you, 
The inevitable hell 

Shall surely take hold on you ; 
Tour gold shall he for a token ; 

Tour staff for a rod ; 
With the breaking of bands ye are broken, 

Saith the Lord God. 



In our sorrow we said to the night, 

FflU down and coyer us ; 
To the darkness at left and at right, 

Be thou shed over us ; 
We had breaking of spirit to mother, 

And cursing to bride ; 
And one was slain, and another 

Stood up at our side. 

We could not arise by day 
Nor lie down by night ; 



d^vGoogle 



rhy sword was sliATp in our way, 

Thy word in oni sight ; 
The delight of our eyehds was made 

As the burning of fire ; 
And our souls became sorely afraid 

For our souls' desire. 

We whom the world loved well, 

Laying silver and gold on us, 
The kingdoiQ of deatii and of hell 

Eiseth up to talte hold o us ; 
Our gold is turned to a token ; 

Our staff to a rod ; 
Yet ahalt thou hind them up tliat were 

Lord our God. 
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A LAMENTATION. 



Who hath, known the ways of time 
Or trodden behind his feet? 

There is no such man among men. 
For chance overcomes Mm, or crime 
Changes ; for all things sweet 
In time wax bitter again. 
Who sliall give sorrow enough, 

Or who the abundance of tears ? 
Mine eyes are heavy wilJi love 

An d a sword gone throngh mine ears, 
A sound like a sword and Are, 
For pity, for great desire ; 
Who shall ensure me tliereof, 

Lest I die, being fuU of my fears ? 

Who hath known, the ways and the wrath, 
The sleepless spirit, the root 
And blossom, of evil will, 
The divine device of a god ? 
Who shall hehold it or hath ? 

The twice-tongued prophets are mute. 
The many speakers are still ; 
No foot has traveled or tnid. 
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A LAMENTATION. 

No hand has meted, his path. 
Man's fate is a blood-red fruit, 

And the mighty gods have their fill 
And relax not the rein, or the rod. 

Ye were mighty in heart from of old, 

Te slew with the spear, and are slain. 
Keen after heat is the cold. 

And melteth man to the bone. 

As water he weareth away, 

As a flower, as an hour in a day, 
Fallen from laughter to moan, 
But my spirit is shaken with fear 

Lest an evil thing begin, 
New-hom, a spear for a spear, 

And one for another sin. 
Or ever our tears began, 

It was known from of old and said ; 
One law for a living man, 

And another law for the dead. 
For these' are fearful and sad, 

Vain, and things without breath ; 
While he lives let a man be glad. 

For none hath joy of his death. 



d^vGoogle 



108 ^ LAMENTATION. 

Fruitless, tte labor nothing woi'th ? 
"Who hath, known, wlio knoweth, O gods ? not w 

There is none shall aay he hath seen, 

There is none he hath known. 
Though he aaith, Lo, a lord have I been, 

I have reaped and sown ; 
I have seen the desire of miae eyes, 

The beginning of love, 
The season of kisses and sighs 

And the end thereof 
I have known the ways of the sea, 

All tie perilous ways ; 
Strange winds have spokea with me, 

And the tongues of strange days. 
I have hewn the pine for ships ; 

"Where steeds run arow, 
I have seen from their bridled lips 

Foam blown as the snow. 
"With snapping of chariot-poles 

And with straining of oars 
I have grazed in the race the goals, 

In the storm the shores ; 
As a, greave is cleft with an arrow 

At the joint of the ktiee, 
I have cleil through the sea-straits narrow 

To tlie heart of the sea. 
"When air was smitten in sunder 

I have watched on high 
The ways of the stars and the thunder 
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A LAMENTATION. 109 

In the night of the sky ; 
"Wliere the dark brings forth light as a flovrer 

As from lips that dissever ; 
One ahidcth the space of an hour, 

One eadureth forever. 
Lo, what hath he seen or kaown 

Of the way and the wave 
ITnbehoIden, unsailed-on, unsown, 

Prom the breast to the grave ? 

Or ever the stars were made, or skies, 
Grief was horn, and the kinless night. 
Mother of goda without form or name. 
And light is born out of heaven and dies, 
And one day knows not another's hght, 
But night is one, and her shape tlie same. 
But dvimb the goddesses underground 

Wait, and wo hoar not on earth if their feet 
Rise, and the night wax loud with their wings j 
Dumb, without word or shadow of sound ; 
And sift in scales and winnow as wheat 
Men's souls, and sorrow of manifold things, 



Nor less of grief tjian ours 

The gods wrought long ago 

To braise men one by ow 

But with the incessant hours 

Fresh grief and greener wo 

Spring, as the sudden sun 



d^vGoogle 



A LAMENTATION. 

Year after year makes flowers ; 
And these die down and grow, 
And the next year lacks none. 

As these men sleep, have slept 
The old heroes in time fled, 
No dream-divided sleep ; 
And holier eyes have wept 
Than ours, when on her dead 
Gods have seen Thetis weep, 
With heavenly h^r far-swept 



Round what she could not keep, 
Could not one day withhold. 
One night ; and like as these 
"White ashes of no weight, 
Held not his urn the cold 
Ashes of Heracles ? 

For all things horn one gate 
Opens, no gate of gold ; 
Opens ! and no man sees 
Beyond the gods and fate. 
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ANIMA ANCEPS. 

Till death have broken 
Sweet life's love-token, 
Till all be spoken 

That shall be said, 
What dost thou praying, 
soul, and playing 
"With Bong and saying, 

Things flown and fled ? 
For this we know not — 
That fresh springs flow nol 
And frosh griefs grow not 

"When men are dead ; 
When strange years cover 
Lover and lover, 
And joys are over 

And te^B are shed. 

If one day's sorrow 
Mar the day's morrow — 
If man's life borrow 

And man's death pay — 
If souls once taken. 
If lives once shaken, 
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AmMA ANCEPS. 

Arise, awaken, 

By night, by day — 
Why with strong crying 
And years of sighing. 
Living and dying. 

Fast ye and pray P 
For all your weeping, 
Waking and sleeping, 
Death comes to reaping 

And takes away. 
Though time rend after 
Eoof-tree from rafter, 
A Ijtiie laughter 

Is much more worth 
Than thus to measure 
The hour, the treasure, 
The pain, the pleasure. 

The death, the birth j 
Grief, when days alter, 
Like joy shali iitlter ; 
Song-book and psalter. 

Mourning and mirth. 
Live like the swallow ; 
Seek not to follow- 
Where earth is hollow 

Under the eai'th 
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m THE ORCHAED. 

(PHOYBM9AI. EUHDBS.) 

Leave go my hands, let me catch breath and see ; 
Let the dew-fall drench either side of me ; 

Clear apple-leaves are soft upon that moon 
Seen sidelong like a blossom ia the tree ; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should be so soon. 

The grass is thick and cool, it lete us lie. 
Kissed upon either cheek and either eye, 

I turn to thee as some green afternoon 
Turns toward sunset, and is loth to die ; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should be so soon. 

Lie closer, lean your face upon my side. 
Feel where the dew fell that has hardly dried, 

Hear how the blood beats that went nigh to swot 
The pleasure livea there when the sense has died ; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should be so soon. 

O my fair lord, I charge you leave me this ; 
Is it not sweeter than a foolish kiss ? 

Nay take it then, my flower, my first in June, 
My rose, bo like a tender mouth it is : 

Ah God, all God, that day should be so soon. 
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114 /JV ms ORCHARD. 

Love, tdll dawn sunder eight from day with fire, 
Dividing my delight and my desire, 

The crescent life and love the plenilune, 
Love me though dusk begin and dark retire ; 

Ah God, ah God, that day i;houId be eo soon. 

Ah, my heart fails, my blood draws back ; I know, 
When life runs over, life is near to go ; 

And with the slain of love love's ways are strewn, 
And with their blood, if love will have it so ; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should be so soon. 

Ah, do thy will now ; slay me if tboa wilt ; 
There is no building now the walls ai'e built, 

No quarrying now the corner-stone is hewn, 
No drinking now the vine's whole blood is spilt ; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should be so soon. 

Nay, slay me now ; nay, for I will be slain j 
Pluck thy red pleasure from tie teeth of pain, 

Break down thy vine ere yet grape-gatiierera prune, 
Slay me ere day can slay desire again ; 

Ah G«i, ah God, that day should be so soon. 

Tea, with thy sweet lips, with thy sweet sword ; yea, 
Take life and all, for I will die, 1 say ; 

Love, I gave love, is life a better boon ? 
For sweet night's sake I will not live till day ; 

Ah God, alt God, that day should be so soon. 
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IS THE 0RC3ARD. lis 

Nay, I will sleep then only ; nay, but go. 
All sweet, too sweet to me, my sweet, I know 

Love, sleep, and death go to the sweet same tune ; 
Hold my hair fast, and kiss me through it so. 

Ah God, ah God, that day shoald be so soon. 
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A MATCH. 

If love were what the rose is, 
And I were like the leaf, 

Our lives would grow together 

In sad or singing weather, 

Blown fields or flowerful closes, 
Green pleasure or gray grief ; 

If love were what the rose is, 
And I were like the leaf. 

If I were what the words are, 

And love were like the tune. 
With double sound and single 
Delight our lips would mingle, 
With kisses glad as birds are 

That get sweet rain at noon ; 
If I were what the words are 
And love were like the tune. 

If you were life, my darling. 

And I your love were death, 
We 'd shine and snow together 
Ere March made sweet the weatlier 
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A MATCff. 

With daffodil and starling 
And hours of fruitftil breath ; 

If you were life, my darling, 
And I your Iot6 were death. 

If you were thrall to sorrow, 

And I were page to joy, 
We 'd play for lives and seasons 
With loving looks and treasons 
And teal's of night and morrow 
And laughs of maid and boy ; 
If you were thrall to sorrow, 
And I were page to joy. 

if you were April's lady, 

And I were lord in May, 
We'd throw with leaves for hours 
And draw for days with flowers. 
Till day like night were shady 

And night were hright like day ; 
If you were April's Jady, 
And I were lord in May. 

If you were queen of pleasure, 

And I were king of pain, 
We 'd hunt down love together. 
Pluck out his flying-feather, 
And teach his feet a measure, 
And find his mouth a rein ; 
If you were queen of pleasure, 
And I were king of pain. 
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rATJSTINE. 

Act FatuUna In^eralrix, moKfari te loZuJ 

Lean back, and get some minutes' pe 

Let your head lean 
Back to the shoulder with its fleece 

Of locks, Faustine. 



The shapely silver el 

Weighed over cieaa 
With state of splendid hair that droops 

Each side, Faustiue. 

Let me go over your good gifts 

That crown you queen ; 
A queen whose kingdom ebba and shifts 

Each week, Faustine. 

Bright heavy brows well gathered up : 

White gloss and sheen ; 
Carved lips that make my hps a cup 

To dxink, Faustine, 
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Wine and rank poison, milk and blood, 

"Being mixed therein 
Since firet the de^^il threw dice with God 

For you, Faustine. 

Tour naked new-born soul, thMr stake, 

Stood blind between ; 
God said, " Let him tliat wins her take 

And beep Faustine." 

But this time Satan tiirove, no doubt : 

Long since, I ween, 
God's part in you was battered out ; 

Long since, Faustine. 

The die rang sideways as it fell, 

Eang cracked and thii^ 
Like a man's laughter beard in bell 

Far down, Faustine. 

A shadow of lauglit«r like a. sigh. 

Dead sorrow's kin ; 
So rang, tirown down, the devil's die 

That won Faustine. 

A suckling of bis breed you were. 

One hard to wean ; 
But God, who lost you, left you fair, 

We sec, Faustine. 
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Tou have the face that suits a woman 

For her bouI's screen — 
The sort of heauty that 's called human 

In hell, Faiistine. 

Ton could do all things but he good 

Or chaste of mien ; 
And that you would not if yon. could, 

We know, Faustine. 

Even he who cast seven devils out 



Could hardly do as much, I douht, 
For you, Faustine. 

Did Satan make yon to spite God ? 

Or did God mean 
To Bcourga with scorpions for a rod 

Out sins, Faustine ? 

I know what queen at first you were, 

As though I had seen 
Bed gold and black imperious hair 

Twice crown Faustine. 

As if your fed sarcophagus 

Spared flesh and skin, 
Ton come hack face to face with uB, 

The Bame Faustine. 
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FAUSTIXE. IS 

She loved the games men played with death, 

Where death must win ; 
As though the slaia man's blood and breath 

Revived FaustJne. 

Nets caught the pike, pikes tore the net ; 

Litiie limbs and lean 
From drained-out pores dripped thick red sweat 

To soothe Faustine. 

She drank the steaming drift and dust 

Blown off the scene ; 
Blood could not ease the bitter lust 

That galled Faustine. 

All round the foul fat furrows reekecl, 

Where blood sank in ; 
The circus splashed and seethed and shrieked 

All round Faustine. 

But these are gone cow ; years entomb 

The dust and dia ; 
Yea, even the bath's fierce reek and fume 
■ That slew Faustine. 

"Was life worth living then ? and now 

Is life worth sin ? 
Vhere are the imperial years ? and how 

Are you, Faustine ? 
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Tour sonl forgot her joys, forgot 

Her timca of teen ; 
Yea, this life hkewise will you not 

Forget, Faustine ? 

For in the time we know not of 

Did fate begin 
"Weaving the weh of days that wove 

Tour doom, Faustine. 

The threads were wet with wine, and all 

"Were smooth to spin ; 
They wove you like a Bacchanal, 

The first Faustine. 

And Bacchus cast your mates and you 

Will grapes to glean ; 
Your flower-like lips were dashed with dew 

From his, Faustine, 

Your drenched loose hands were stretched to hold 

The vine's wet green, 
!Long ere they coined in Eoman gold 

Tour face, Faustine. 

Then after change of soaring fea,ther 

And winnowing iiii. 
You woke in weeks of feverish weather, 

A new Faustine, 
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A star upon your birthday burned, 

Whose fierce serene 
Red pulseless planet never yearned 

In heaven, Faualice. 

Stray breaths of Sapphic song that blew 

Through Mitylene 
Shook the fierce quivering blood in yoii 

By night, Faustine. 

The shameless nameless love that makes 

Hell's iron gin 
Shut on you like a trap that breaks 

The soul, Faustine. 

And when yoor veins were void and dead, 

What ghosts unclean 
Swarmed round the straitened barren bed 

That hid Faustine ? 

WTiat sterile growths of sexless root 

Or epicene ? 
What flower of kisses without fruit 

Ofic 



What adders came to shed their coats ? 

What coiled obscene 
Small serpents with soft stretching throats 

Caressed Faustine? 
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t FA UBTINE. 

But the time came of famished hours. 

Maimed loyes and mean, 
This ghastly thin-faced time of ours, 

To spoU Faustine, 

Yon seem a thing that hinges hold, 

A love-machine 
With clockwork joints of supple gold — ■ 

No more, Faustine. 

Not godless, for jou serve one God, 

The Lampsacene, 
"Who metes the gardens witli his rod ; 

Your lord, Faustine. 

If ooe sliotild love you with real love 

(Such things have been, 
Things your fair fa«e knows nothing of, 

Jt seems, Faustine) ; 

That clear hair heavily bound back. 

The lights wherein 
Shiil from dead blue ^ burnfr-up black ) 

Your throat, Faustine, 

Strong, heavy, throwing out the face 

And hard bright chin 
And shameful scornful lips that grace 

Their shame, Faustine, 
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F AUSTIN K 

Curled lips, loDg since half kissed a 

Still sweet and keen ; 
You'd ^ye him — piiaou sliall we : 

Or what, Faustine ? 
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A CAMEO. 

I'HERE was a graven image of Desire 

Painted witli red Mood on a ground of gold 
Passing between the young men and tiie old 
And by him Pain, whose body shone like lire, 
And Pleasure with gaunt hands that grasped theii 

Of his left wrist, witli flBgers clenched and cold, 

The insatiable Satiety kept hold, 
Walking with feet unshod that paslied the mire. 
The senses and the sorrows and the sins. 

And the strange loves that suek tlie breasts of 
Hate 

Till lips and teeth hite in their sharp indenture. 
Followed lite beasts with flap of wings and fins. 

Death stood aloof behind a gaping grate. 

Upon whose lock was written Peradvetdure. 
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SONG BEFORE DEATH 



1795. 

Sweet mother, iu a minute's span 

Death parts thee and my love of thee ; 

Swoet love, that yet art living man, 
Coiae back, true love, to comfort me. 

Back, ah, come back 1 ah wellaway ! 

But my love cornea not any day. 

As roaes, when the warm West blows, 
Break to full flower and sweeten spilng, 

My soul would break to a glorious rose 
In such wise at his whispering. 

In vMn I listen ; wellaway ! 

My love says nothing any day. 

Tou that will weep for pity of love 
Ou the low place where I am lain, 

I pray you, having wept enough, 
Tell him for whom I horS such paiu 

That he was yet, ah ! wellaway ! 

My true love to my dying day. 



d^vGoogle 



ROCOCO. 

Take hands and part with laughte.; ; 

Touch lips and part with teai'S ; 
Once more and no more iufte:", 

Whatever comes with years. 
We twdn shall not remeasure 

The ways that left us twain ; 
Nor ci-ush the lees of pleaaure 

Froni sanguine grapes of paJD. 

We twain oace well in sunder, 

Wliat will the mad gods do 
For hate with me, I woader, 

Or what for love with you ? 
Forget them till November, 

And dream there 'a April yet ; 
Forget tliat I remember, 

And dream that I forget. 

Time found our tired love sleepiog, 
And kissed away his breath ; 

But what should we do weeping, 
Though light love sleep to death ? 

We have drained his lips at leisure, 
Till there 's not left to drain 
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A single sob of pleasure, 
A single pulse of pain. 

Dream tliat the lips once breathless 

Might quicken if they would ; 
Say that the soul is deathless ; 

Dream that the gods are good ; 
Say March may wed September, 

And time divorce regret ; 
But not that you remember, 

And not that I forget. 

We have heard from hidden places 

What love scarce lives and hears : 
"We have seen on fervent faces 

Tlie pallor of strange tears : 
We have trod the wine-vat's treasure, 

Wbence, ripe U> steam and stain. 
Foams round the feet of pleasure 

The blood-red must of pain. 

Eemembrance may recover 

And time bring back to time 
The name of your first lover, 

The ring of my first rhyme ; 
But rose-leavea of December 

The frosts of June shall fret, 
The day that you remember, 

The day that I forget 
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ROCOCO. 

The snake that hides and hisses 

In heaven we twain have Imown ; 
The grief of cruel kisses, 

The joy whose mouth iftakes moan ; 
The pulse's pause and measare, 

Where in one furtive vein 
Throbs through the heart of pleasure 

The piirpler blood of p^n. 

We have done with tears and treasons 

And love for treason's sake ; 
Eoom for the swift new seasons, 

The years that burn and break, 
Dismantle and dismember 

Men's days and dreams, Juliette ; 
For love may not remember, 

But time will cot forget 

Life treads down love in flying, 

Time withers him at root ; 
Bring all dead things and dying, 

Reaped sheaf and ruined fruit, 
Where, crushed hy three days' presrure, 

Om' three days' love lies slain ; 
And earlier leaf of pleasure, 

And latter flower of paia. 

Breathe close upon the ashes, 
It may be flame will leap ; 
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0nclose tte soft close lashes, 
Lift up tlie lids, and weep. 

Light love's extinguished ember, 
Let one t«ar leave it wet 

For one that you remember 
And ten that you forget. 
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STAGE LOVE. 

When tlie game began between them for a jesi. 

He played, king and she played queen fo match the 

best; 
Laughter soft as tears, and tears that turned to 

laughter, 
These were things she sought for years and sorrowed 

Pleasure with dry lips, and pain tliat walks by night ; 
All the sting and all the stain of long delight ; 
These were things she knew not of, that knew not of 

When she played at half a love with half a lover. 

"Kme was chorus, gave them cues to iaugh or cry ; 
They would kill, befool, amuse him, let him die ; 
Set him webs to weave to-day and break to-morrow. 
Till he died for good in play, and rose in sorrow, 

"What the years mean ; how time dies and' is not slain ; 
How love grows and laughs and cries and wanes 

These were things she came to know, and take their 

"Whan the play was played out so for one man's pleas- 
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THE LEPEE. 

iJOTHiNG is better, I well think, 
Tluiu love ; the hidden well-water 

Is not so delicat* to drink ; 

This was well seen of me and her. 

I served her in a royal house ; 

I served her wine and cuiiona meat. 
For win to kiss between her brows 

I had no heart to sleep or eat. 

Mere scorn God knows she had of me ; 

A poor scribe, nowiae great or fair, 
"Who plucked his clerk's hood back to sei 

Her curled-up lips and amOrous hair. 

I vex my head with thinking this. 

Tea, tliough God always hated me, 
And hates me now that I can kiss 

Her eyes, plait up her hair to see 

How she then wore it on the brows, 
Yet am I glad to have her dead 

Here in this wretched wattled house 
Where I can kiss her eyes and head. 
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Nothing is better, I well know, 
Than love ; no amber in cold sea 

Or gathered berries under bdow : 
That is well seen of her and me. 

Three thoughts I make my pleasure of ; 

First I take heart and think of this, — 
That knight's gold hair she chose to love, 

His mouth she had such will to kiaa. 

Then I remember that sundawn 

I brought him by a privy way 
Out at her lattice, and thereon 

What gracious words she fownd to say. 

(Cold rushes for such little feet — 
Both feet could lie into my hand. 

A marve! was it of my sweet 

Her upright body could so staad.) 

" Sweet friend, God give you thank and grace , 
Now am I clean and whole of shame, 

Nor shall men bum me in the face 

For my sweet faolt that scandals them." 

I tell you over word by woni. 

She, sitting edgewise on her hed, 
Holdmg her feet, said thus. The third, 
r thing than these, I said. 



d^vGoogle 



rna leper. i. 

God, that makes time and ruins it, 

And alters not, abidiag G!«d, 
Changed with disease her body sweet, 

The body of love wherein she abode. 

Love is more sweet and comelier 

Tliau a dove's throat strained out to sing. 

All they spat out and cursed at her 
And cast her forth for a base tiling. 

They cursed her, seeing how God had wrought 
This curse to plague her, a curse of his. 

Fools were they surely, seeing not 
How sweeter thaa all sweet she is. 

He that had held her by the hair, 
With kissing hps blinding her eyes, 

Felt her bright bosom, strained and bare, 
Sigh under him, vrith short mad cries 

Out of her throat and sobbing mnutli 

And body broken up with love, 
"Wifli sweet hot tears his lips were loath 

Her own should taste the savor of, — 

Tea, he inside whose grasp all night 

Her fervent body leapt or lay. 
Stained with sharp kisses red and white, 

Found her a plague to spurn away. 
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I hid her in this wattled house, 
1 served her water and poor bread. 

For joy to kiss between her brows 
Tirae upon time I was nigli dead. 

Bread feuled ; we got hut wel]-wat«r 

And gathered grass with dropping seed. 

I had such joy of kissing her, 
I had small care to sleep or feed. 

Sometimea when service made me glad 
The sharp tears leapt between my lids, 

Falling on her, such joy I had 
To do the service Glod forbids. 

" I pray you let me be at peace ; 

Gtet hence, make room for me to die." 
She said that ; her poor lip would cease, 

Put up to mine, and turn to cry. 



I said, " Bethink yourself how love 
Fared in us twrnn, what either did ; 

Shall I unclothe my soul thereof? 
That I should do this, God forbid." 

Yea, though God hateth us, he knows 
That hardly in a little thing 

Love faileth of the work it does 
Till it grow ripe for gathering. 
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THE LEPER. 

Sin months, and now my sweet is dead 
A trouble takes me ; I know not 

If all were done well, all well said, 
No word or tender deed forgoL 

Too sweet, for the least part in her. 

To have shed life out hy fragments ; yet, 

Could the close mouth catch breath and stir, 
I might see something I forget. 

Six months, and I sit still and hold 
In two cold pakns her cold two feet. 

Her liair, half gray, half ruined gold, 
Thrills me and burns me in kissing it. 

Love bites and stings me through, to see 
Her keen face made of sunken bones. 

Her worn-off eyelids maddea me. 

That were shot through with purple once. 

She said, " Be good with me ; I grow 
So tired for shame's sake, I shall die 

If yon say nothing ; " even so. 

And she is dead now, and shame put by. 

Yea, and the scorn she had of me 

In the old time, doubtless vexed her then, 

I never should have kissed her. See 
What fools God's anger makes of men ] 
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Slie might tave loved me a Ettle too, 
Had I heeii humbler for her sake. 

But that new shame could make love new 
She saw not — yet her shame did make. 

\ toolc too much upon my love, 

Having for such mean service done 

Her beauty and all the ways thereof, 
Her face and all the sweet thereon. 

Yea, all this while I tended her, 

I know the old love held fast Iiis part : 

I know the old scorn waied heavier, 
Mixed with sad wonder, in her heart. 

It may be all my love went wrong — 
A scribe's work writ awiy and blurred, 

Scrawled after the blind even-soag — 
Spoilt music with no perfect word. 

But surely I would fain have done 

All things the beat I could. Perchance 

Because 1 failed, came short of one, 
She kept at heart that otlier man's. 

I am grown blind with all these tilings : 

It may be now she hatli in sight 
Some better knowledge ; still there clings 

The old question, — Will not God do right? 

■ En ce temps-la estojt daoa cc pays gJUHil nombru de ladi 
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de meseanlx, ce Aoat leio; eut grand desplaisir, veil que Diou dust 
en estre moult griefvement counouc^. Ores ii adyint qn'iino 
noble damoyselle appel^e Yolande de Salli6raa estiint ftlleiDcte et 
touate guast^e de ce vilain mal, toua sea ainya et aea parens ayant 
devant leura yenx la paour de Dieu la firent iaair fbis de leurs mai- 
Bous et oncques ne vouluient recepvoir ni reconforter chose miiid- 
dicte de Dieu et a tone les hommea pnanle et abhomiaable. Ceata 
dame avoyt est^ moult belle et graeiensa de formes, ec de son eotpa 
elle esioyt large et de vie laacive. Pourtant nul des amans qui 
I'avoyent Bonventesfoia accoMi^e et bais^e moult tenilrement ne vou- 
lust plus biberger ai !aide femme et si detestable pescbereaae. Dng 
seul elerc qui feut preraifirement son lacquaya et aon entremetteor 
en mntito d'nmour ta I'efnt cbez lay et la r^c^la dans une petite 
oabane- La mourut la meadijnette de graude mis^re et de male 
mort: et apres elle d^o^da ledist cierc qui pour grand amour I'aToyt 
six. mois durant eoignfe, lavSe, habill^e et desliabillSe toua les. 
joure de sea mains propres. Mesme diet-on que ce mesebant 
homine et manldict clerc ae rem^mouraut de la graode beautiS paa- 
sie et guaat^a da caale femme se delectoyt maiutesfoia ii la baiaet 
BUT aa bouche orde et l^pi'euse et I'accoller doulcement de ses mains 
amonreuses. Aussy eat-jl mort de ceete mesme maladie abbomina' 
ble. Cecy advint prfes Fontainebellant en GaEtinois. Et quand 
ouyt la roy Philippe eeste adventure monk en estoyt csmetvailHS. 

Grmidet Clinmi^eM de France, 1505. 
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A BALLAD OP BURDENS. 

The buviieii of faij women. Vaia delight, 

Aad iove self-slain, in some sweet shameful way, 

And sorrowful old age that comes by night 
As a thief comes that has no heart by day, 
And change that finds fair cheeks and leaves them 
gray, 

And weariness tiat keeps awake for liire, 
And giief that says what pleasure used to say ; 

This is tho end of every man's desire. 

The burden of bought kiKses. This is sore, 
A burden without fruit in childbearing ; 

Between Hie nightfall and the dawn three-score, 
Tliree-score between the dawn and evening. 
The shuddering in thy lips, the shuddering 

In thy sad eyelids tremulous like fire, 

Makes love seem shameful and a wretched thing, 

TluB b the end of every man's desire. 

The burden of sweet speeches. Nay, kneel down, 
Cover thy head, and weep ; for verily 
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These markel>-ineu that buy thy white and browa 
In. the last days shall take uo thought foi thee. 
In the last days like earth thy face sliall be, 

Yea, like sea-marsh made thick with brine and mire, 
Sad with sick leavings of the sterile sea. 

This is the end of every man's desire. 

The burden of long iiying. Thou shalt fear 
Waking, and sleeping mourn upon thy bed ; 

And say at night, "Would God the day were here," 
And say at dawn, " Would God the day were dead." 
With weary days thou shalt be clothed and fed, 

And wear remorse of heart for thine attire. 

Pain for thy girdle and sorrow upon tiiine head ; 

This is the end of every man's desire. 

The burden of bright colors. Thou shalt see 

Gold tarnished, and the gray above the green ; 
And as the thing ti.ou seest thy face shall fae, 

And no more as the thing beforetime seen. 

And thou shalt say of mercy, " It hath been," 
And living, watch the old lips and loves expire. 

And talking, tears shall take thy breath between ; 
This is the end of every man's desire. 

The burden of sad sayings. In that day 

Thou shalt tell all thy days and hours, and tell 

Thy times and ways and words of love, and say 
How one was dear and one desirable, 
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And sweet was life to hear and sweet to smell, 
But now witli lights reverse the old hours retire 

And the last howr is shod with fire from, hell ; 
This is the end of every man's desire. 

The burden of fair seasons. Eain in spring, 
White rain aad wind among the tender trees ; 

A summer of green sorrows gatheiing, 
Eank autumn in a mist of miseries, 
"With sad iace set toward the year, that sees 

The charred ash. drop out of the dropping pyre. 
And winter wan with many maladies : 

This is the end of every man's desire. 

The hurden of dead faces. ' Out of sight 
And out, of love, beyond the reach of hands, 

Changed in the changing of the dark and light. 
They walk and weep about the barren lands 
Where no seed is nor any garner stands, 

Where in short breaths the doubtful days respire, 
And Time's turned glass lets through the sighi 
sands ; 

This is the end of every man's desire. 

The burden of much gladness. Life and lust 
Forsake thee, and the face of thy delight ; 

And underfoot the heavy hour strews dust, 
And overhead strange weathers born and bite ; 
And where the red was, lo the bloodless white, 

Afld where truth was, the Ukenesa of a liar, 
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And where day was, the likeness of the ni 
This ia tho end of eyery man's desire, 

L'ENVOY. 
Princes, and ye whom pleasure quickeneth, 

Heed well this rhyme before your pleasuri 
For life ia sweet, but after life is death : 

This is the end of e¥ery man's desire. 
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RONDEL. 

ICiaaiNG- her hair I sat against her feet, 
Wove and unwove it, wound and found It sweet ; 
Made fast therewith her hands, drew down her eyes, 
Deep as deep flowers and dreamy like dim skies ; 
With her own tresses hound and found her fair, 
Kissing her hair. 

Sleep were no sweeter than her face to me, 
yieep of cold sea-bloom under the cold sea ; 
What pain couH get between my face and hers ? 
What new sweet thing would love not relish worse ? 
Unless, perhaps, white deatJi had kissed me there. 
Kissing her hair ? 
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BEFOKE THE MIRROE. 

IVBRaBS WRITTEN HNBEK A PICTUBE.) 



White rose in red rose-garden 

Is not so white ; 
Snowdrops that plead for pardon, 

And pine for fright 
Because the hard East blows 
Over tJieir maiden rows, 

Grow not as this fa«e gi'ows from pale to bright. 

Behind the veil, forbidden. 

Shut up from sight, 
IjOve, is there sorrow hidden, 

Is there delight ? 
Is joy thy dower or grief. 
White rose of weary leaf, 

Late rose whose life is brief, whose lovea are light ? 

Soft snows that hard winds harden 

Tin each flake bite 
Fill all the flowerless garden 

Whose flowers look flight 
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146 BEFORE THE MIRROR. 

Long since when smniner ceased, 
And men rose up from feast, 

And warm west wind grew east, and warm day, 



" Come, snow, come, wind or thunder 

High up in air, 
T watch ray face, and wonder 

jit my bright hair ; 
Naught else exalts or grieves 
The rose at heart, that, heaves 

With love of her own leaves and lipa tiiat pair. 

." She knows not loves that kiaaed her 

She knows not where. 
Art thou the ghost, my sister, — 

White sister there. 
Am I the ghost, — who knows ? 
My hand, a iallen rose. 

Lies snow-wMte on wiiite snows, and takes no care. 

" I cannot see what pleasures 

Or what pains were ; 
"What pale new loves and treasures 

New years will bear ; 
What beam will fall, what shower. 
What grief or joy for dower ; 

But one thing knows the flower, — the flower is feir." 
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Glad, but not flushed witli gladness, 

Sine* joys go liy ; 
Sad, but not beat with sadness, 

Since sorrows die ; 
Deep in the gleaming glass 
She sees all past tMugs pass, 

And all sweet life that was lie down and Ee. 

There glowing ghosts of flowers 

Draw down, draw nigh ; 
And wings of swift spent-hours 

Take flight and fly ; 
She sees by formless gleams, 
She hears across cold streams, 

Dead mouths of many dreams that sing and sigh. 

Face fellen and wMt« throat lifted, 

"With sleepless eye 
She sees old loves that drifted, 

She knew not why, — 
Old loves and faded fears 
Float down a stream that hears 

The flowing of all men's tears beneath the sky. 
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EROTION. 

Sweet for a little eves to fear, and sweet, 

love, to lay down fear at love's fair feet ; 
Stall not some flery memory of his breath 
Lie sweet on lips that touch the lipa of death? 
Yet leave me not ; yet, if thou wilt, be free ; 
Love me no more, but love my love of thee. 
Love where thou wilt, and live thy life ; and I, 
One thing I can, and one love cannot — die. 

Pass from me ; yet thine arms, thine eyes, thine hai 
Feed lay desire and deaden my despair. 
Yet once more ere time change us, ere my cheek 
Whiten, ere hope be dumb or sorrow speak. 
Yet once more ere thou hate me, one full kiss ; 
Keep other hours for others, save me this. 
Yea, and I will Bot (if it please thee) weep, 
Lest thou he sad ; I will but sigh, and sleep. 
Sweet, does death hurt ? thou canst not do me wron 

1 shall not lack thee, as I loved the«, long. 
Hast thou not given me above all that live 
Joy, and a little sorrow shalt not give ? 
What even though fairer fingers of strange girls 
Pass nestling through thy beautiful boy's curls 
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As mine did, or those curled lithe lips of thine 
Meet theirs as these, all theirs come after mine ; 
And though I were not, though I he not, best, 
I have loved and iove thee more than all the rest 

love, O lover, loose or hold me fast, 

1 had thee first, whoever have thee last ; 
Fairer or not, what need I kaow, what care ? 
To thy fair hud my blossom once seemed fair. 
Why am I fair at all before thoe, why 

At all desived ? seeing thou art fair, not I, 

I shall he glad of thee, fairest head. 

Alive, alone, without thee, with thee, degd ; 

I shall remember while the light lives yet, 

And ia the night-time I shall not forget. 

Though (as thou wilt) thou leave me ere life leave, 

I will not, for thy love I will not, grieve ; 

Not as they use who love not more than I, 

Who love not as I love thee though I die ; 

And though thy lips, once mine, be oftener prest 

To many another brow and balmier breast. 

And sweeter anas, or sweeter to thy mind, 

Lull thee or lure, more fond thon wilt not find. 
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IN MEMORY OF WALTER SAYAGE 
LANDOR. 

1JA.CK to tlie flower- town, side by aide, 

The bright montlia bring, 
New-born, the bridegroom and the bride, 

Freedom and spring. 

The sweet land laughs from sea to sea, 

FiEed fiill of sun ; 
AH things come back to her, being fiee ; 
All things but one. 

In many a tender wheaten plot 

Flowers that were dead 
Live, and old suns revive ; but not 

That holier head. 

By this white wandering waste of sea, 

Far north, I hear 
One face shall never turn to me 

As once this year : 
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Sfiall never smile and turn and rest 

On mine as there, 
Hor one most Bacred hand be prest 

Upon my hair. 

I came as one whose thought^i half linger. 

Half run before; 
The youngest to the oldest singer 

That England bore. 

I found him whom T shall not find 

Till all grief end, 
In holiest age our mightiest mind, 

FaUier and friend. 

But tJiou, if any thing endure, 

If hope there be, 
O spirit that man's life left pure, 

Man's death set fi'ee. 

Not with disdain of days that were 

Look earthward now ; 
Let dreams revive the reverend hair, 

The imperial brow ; 

Come back in sleep, for in the life 

Where thou art not 
We find none like thee. Time and strife 

And the world's lot 
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Move thee no more ; but love at least 

And reverept heart 
May move thee, rojal and released, 

Soiil, as thou art. 

And thou, his Florence, to thy trust 

Eeceiye and beep, 
Keep safe his dedicated dust, 

His sacred sleep. 

So shall thy lovers, come from far. 

Mix with thy name 
Aa morning-star with evening-star 

His faultless fame. 



d^vGoogle 



A SONG IN TIME OF ORDEK. 1862. 

Push hard acrosa the sand, 

For tlie salt wind gathers breatli ; 

Shoulder and wrist and hand, 

Push hard as the push of death. 

The wind is as iroa that rings, 

The foam-heada loosen and flee ; 

It swells and welters and swings, 
The pulse of the tide of the aea. 

And up on the yellow cliff 

The long com flickers and shakes ; 
Push, for tlie wind holds stiff. 

And the gunwale dips and rakes. 

Good hap to the fresh fierce weather, 
The quiyer aad heat of the sea ! 

While three men hold together, 

The kingdoms are leas hy three. 

Out to the sea with her there. 

Out with her over the sand ; 
Let the kings keep the earth for their share ! 

We have done with the shai'ers of land. 
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They have tied tlie world in a tether, 

They have bought over God with a fee 

While three meu hold together, 

The kingdoms are less by three. 

We have done with the kisses that sling, 
The thief's moutJi red from the feast. 

The hlood on the hands of tlie king 

And the lie at tie lips of the priest. 

Will they tie the winds in a tether. 
Put a bit in the jaws of the sea? 

WTiilo three men hold together, 

The kingdoms are less by three. 

Let our flag run out straight in the wind ! 

The old red shall be floated again 
When the ranks that are thin shall be thinned, 

When the names that were twenty are ten 

Wheii the devil's riddle is mastered 

And the galley-bench creaks with a Pope, 

We shall see Bonaparte the bastard 

IHck heels with his throat in a rope. 

While the shepherd sets wolves on Ms sheep 
And the emperor haJtera his kine, 

While Shame is a watflhman asleep 
And Faith is a keeper of swine, 
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Let the wind shake oiir flag like a feather, 
Lite the plitmes of the foam of the sea ! 

While three men hoM together, 

The kingdoms are less by three. 

AH the world has its burdeus to bear, 

Fi-om Cayenne to flie Austrian whips ; 

Forth, with the rain in our hair 

And the salt sweet foam in our lips 

In the teeth of the hai-d glad weather, 
In the blown wet face of the sea ; 

While three men hold together, 

The kingdoms are less by three. 
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A SONG IN TIME OF REVOLUTION. 

1860. 

Thb heart of the rulers is sick, anA the high-prieal 

covers his head : 
For this is the song of the quick that is heard in the 

ears of the dead. 

The poor and the halt and the hJind are keen and 

mighty and fleet : 
Like the noise of the blowing of wind is the sound of 

the noise of their feet. 

The wind has the sound of a laugh in the clamor of 

days and of deeds : 
TTie priests are scattered like chaff, and the rulera 

broken like reeds. 

The high-priest sick from ijualms, with his raiment 

hloodily dashed ; 
The thief with branded palms, and the liar ■with 



Thay are smitten, they tremble greatly, they are 

pained for their pleasant things ; 
For the house of the priests made stately, and the 

might^n the mouth of the kings. 
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They are grieved and greatly ai'raid; they are taken, 

they shall not floe r 
For the heart of the nations is made as the strength 

of the springs of the sea. 

They were fair in the grace of gold, they walked with 

delicate feet: 
They were clothed with the cimning of old, and the 

smell of their garments was sweet. 

For the breaking of gold in their hair they halt as a' 

man made lame : 
They are utterly naked and bare ; their mouths are 

bitter with shame. 

Wilt thou judge thy people now, king that wast 
fovmd most wise ? 

Wilt thou lie any more, O thou whose mouth is emp- 
tied of lies ? 

Shall God make a pact with thee, till his hook he 

found in thy sides ? 
"Wilt thou put back the time of the sea, or the place 

of the season of tides ? 

Set a word in thy lips, to stand before God with a 

word in thy moutJi ; 
That " the rain shaD return in the land, and the tendei 

dew after drouth." 



d^vGoogle 



158 A SONG IN TIME OF REVOLUTION. 

But the ai'm of the eldei's is brokeu, tbeir strength is 

unbound and nniSone ; 
Thej wait for a sign of a token ; they cry, and there 

Cometh none. 

Their moan is in every place, the cry of them filleth 

the land : 
There is shame in the sigVit of their face, there is fear 

in the thews of their hand. 

They are girdled about the reins with a curse for the 

^dle thereon : 
For the noise of the rending of chains tie face of their 

color is gone. 

For the sound of the shouting of men they are griev- 
ously stricken at heart ; 

They are smitten asunder with pain, their bones are 
Bmitteu apart. 

There is none of them all tjiat is whole ; their lips 

gape open for breath ; 
They are clothed with sickness of soul, and the shape 

of the shadow of death. 

The wind is thwart in their feet ; it is full of the 

shouting of mirth ; 
As one shaketh the sides of a sheet, so it shaketh the 

ends of the earth. 
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The Eword, the sword is made keen; the iron has 

opeued its mouth ; 
The corn is red that was green ; it is bound for the 

sheaves of the soutli. 

The sound of a word was shed, the ?fimid of the wind 

as a breath. 
In the ears of Can soula tiiat were dead, in the dust of 

the deepness of death ; 

WLere lie faee of tlie moon is talien, the ways of the 

stars undone. 
The light, of the whole sky stalien, the hglit of the 

face of tlie sun : 

Where tlie waters are emptied and broken, the waves 

of the waters are stayed ; 
Where God has bound for a token the darkness that 

maketh afraid ; 

Where the sword was covered and hidden, and dust 

had grown in its side, 
A word came forth whieh was bidden, the erying of 

one that cried r 

The sides of the two-edged sword shall be bare, and 

its mouth shall be red, 
For the breath of the face of the I^ord that is felt in 

the bones of the dead. 
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TO VICTOR HUGO. 

In the fair days when Goil 

By man as godlike trod, 
And each alike was Greek, alike was free, 

God's lightning spared, they said. 

Alone the happier head 
"WLose laurels screened it ; fruitless grace for tlteo. 

To whom the high gods gave of right 
Their tlmnders and their laurels and their liglit. 

Sunbeams and bays before 

Our master's servants wore, 
For these Apollo left in ail men's lands ; 

But far from these ere now 

And watched with jealous brow 
Lay the blind lightnings shut between God's hands, 

And only loosed on slaves and kings 
The terror of the tempest of their wings. 

Bom in those younger years 
That shone witii storma of spears 
And shook in the wind blown from a dead world's pyre. 
When by her back-blown hair 
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Napoleon cauglit the fair 
And fierce Eepublic with her feet of fire, 

And stayed with iroa words and handa 
Her flight, and freedom in a thousand lands : 

Thou Bawest the tides of things 

Close over heads of iings, 
And thine hand felt the thunder, and to thee 

Laurels and lightnings were 

Aa sunbeams and soft air 
Mixed each in other, or as mist with sea 

Mixed, or as memoiy with desire, 
Or the lute's jjulses with the louder lyre. 

For thee man's spirit stood 

Disrobed of flesh and hlOod, 
And bare the heart of the most secret hours ; 

And to thine hand more tame 

Than birds in winter came 
High hopes and unknown flying forms of power. 

And from thy table fed, and sang 
Till with the tune men's ears took fire and rang. 

Even all men's eyes and ears 

"With fiery sound and tears 
Waxed hot, and cheeks caught flame and eyelids light, 

At those high songs of thine 

That stung the sense like wine, 
Or fell more soft than dew or snow by night, 
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Or wailed as in some flooded cave 
Sobs the strong broken spirit of a wave. 

But we, our master, we 

Wiose hearts, uplift to thee, 
Ache with tlie pulse of thy remembered song, 

We ask not nor await 

From the clenched hands of fate, 
As thou, remission of the world's old wrong ; 

Respite we ask not, nor release ; 
Freedom a man may have, he shall not peace. 

Though thy most flery hope 

Storm heaven, to set, wide ope 
The all-sought-for gate whence God or Chance debars 

AU feet of men, all eyes — 

The old night resumes her skies. 
Her hollow hiding-place of clouds and stars, 

"Where naught save these is sure in sight ; 
And, paven with death, our days are roofed with night 

One thing we can ; to be 

Awhile, as men may, free ; 
But not by hope or pleasure the most stern 

Goddess, most awful-eyed. 

Sits, hnt on either side 
Sit sorrow and the wrath of hearts that bum, 

Sad faith that cannot hope or fear. 
And memory gray with many a flowerleas year. 
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Not that in stranger's wise 

I lift not loving eyes 
To the fair foster-motlier France, that gave 

Beyond the pale fleet foam 

Help to my sires and home, 
Wiose great sweet hreaat could shelter those and sj 

"Whom, from her uuraiDg breasts and hands 
Their land cast forth of old on gentler lands. 

Not without thoughts that ache 

For theirs and for thy sake, 
I, bom of exiles, hail thy hanished head ; 

I, whose young song took flight 

Toward the great heat and light, 
On me a child from thy far splendor shed, 

From thine high place of soul and song, 
Which, fallen on eyes yet feeble, made them strong 

AL, not with lessening love 

For memories bom hereof, 
I look to that sweet mother-land, and see 

The old fields and fair full streams, 

And skies, but fled like dreams 
The feet of freedom and the thought of thee ; 

And all between the skies and graves 
The mirth of mockers and the shame of slaves. 



She, killed with 
Even she ! and still 
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"Who said, " Let there be freedom," aud there was 

Freedom; and as alauce 

The fiery eyes of France 
Touched the world's sleep and as a sleep made pasa 

Fortk of men's heavier ears and eyes 
Smitten with lire and tbuader from new skiea. 

Are they men's friends indeed 

Who watch them weep and bleed ? 
Because thou hast loved us, shall the gods love thee ? 

Thou, first of men and friend, 

Seest thou, even thou, the end ? 
Thou knowest what hath been, knowest thou what 
sljall be ? 

Evils may pass and hopes endure ; 
But fate is dim, and all the gods obscure. 

nursed in airs apart, 

O poet highest of heart, 
Hast thou seen Time, who hast seen so many things ? 

Are not the years more wise. 

More sad than keenest eyes, 
The years with soundless feet and sounding wings ? 

Passing we hear them not, but past 
The clamor of them thrills ns, and their blast. 

Thou art chief of us, and lord ; 
Thy song is as a sword 
Keen-edged aud scented in the blade from flowers ; 
Thou art lord and king ; but we 
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Lift younger eyes, and see 
Less of high hope, less light on wandering hours ; — ■ 

Hours that have borne men down so long, 
Seen the right fail, and watched uplift, the wrong. 

But thine imperial soul. 

As years and ruins roll 
To tke same end, and all things and all dreams 

With tbe same wreck and roar 

Drift on tlie dim same shore, 
Still in the hitter foam and brackish streams 

Tracks the fresh water-spring to be 
And sudden sweeter fountains in the sea. 

As once the high God bound 

With many a rivet round 
Man's Saviour, and with iron nailed him through, 

At the wUd end of things, 

Where even his own bird's wings 
Flagged, whence the sea shone like a drop of dew 

From Caucasus beheld below 
Past fathoms of unfethomable snow ; 

So the strong God, the chance 

C!entral of circumstance. 
Still shows him exile who will not be slave ; 

All thy great fame and thee 

Girt by the dim strait sea 
With multitudinous walls of wandering wave ; 

Shows us our greatest from his throne 
Fate-stricien, and rejected of his own. 
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Tea, he is strong, thou say's t, 

A mystery many-faced, 
The wild beasts know him and the wild birds flee ; 

The blind night sees him, Death 

Shrinks beaten at his breath, 
And his right hand is heavy on the sea; 

"We know he hath made us, and is king ; 
We know not if he care for any thing. 

Thus much, no more, we know ; 

He bade what is be so, 
Bade light be and bade night be, one by one ; 

Bade hope and fear, bade il! 

And good redeem and kill, 
Till all men he aweary of the Bim 

And his world burn in its own flame 
And bear oo witness longer of his name. 

Yet though all tliis be thus. 

Be those men praised of us 
Who have loved and wrought and sorrowed and not 
sinned 

For fame or fear or gold, 

Nor waxed for winter cold, 
Nor changed for changes of the worldly wind ; 

Praised above men of men be these, 
Till this one world and work we know shall cease. 

Tea, one thing more than this, 
We know that one thing is, 
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Tlie splendor of a spirit without blame, 

Tliat not tlie laboring years 

Blind-born, nor any fears, 
Nor men nor any gods can tire or tame ; 

But purer power with fiery breath 
Fills, and ezalts above the gulfs of death. 

Praised above men be thou, 

Whose laurel-laden brow, 
Made for the morning, droops not in the night ; 

Praised and beloved, that none 

Of all thy great things done 
Flies higher than thy most equal spirit's flight ; 

Praised, that nor doubt nor hope could bend 
Earth's loftiest head, found upright to the end. 
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Sweet life, if life .were stronger, 
Eartli clear of years that wrong her, 
Then two things might Jive loager, 

Two sweeter things than they ; 
Delight, the rootless flower, 
And love, the bloomless bower ; 
Delight tliat lives an hour. 

And love that lives a day. 

From evensong to daytime, 
Wlien April melts in Maytime, 
Love lengthens out Ms playtJme, 

Iiove lessens breath by breath. 
And kiss by kiss grows older 
On listless throat or shoulder 
Turned sideways now, turned colder 

Than life that dreams of death. 

This one thing once worth giving 
Life gave, and seemed worth living ; 
Sin sweet beyond forgiving 
And brief beyond regret : 
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To laugh, and love together 
And weave with foam and feather 
And wind and words the tether 
Out memoriea play with yet. 



Ah, one thing worth beginning, 
One thread in life worth spinning. 
Ah. sweet, one sin worth sinning 

With all the whole soul's will ; 
To lull you till one stilled you, 
To tisa you IJll one killed you, 
To feed you til! one filled you. 

Sweet lips, if love could fill ; 

To hnnt sweet Love and lose him 
Between whit« arms and bosom, 
Between the bud and blossom. 

Between your throat and cbin ; 
To say of shame — what is it ? 
Of virtue — we can miss it ; 
Of sin — we can hut kiss it, 

And it's no longer sin : 

To feel the strong soul, stricken 
Through fleshly pnlses, quicken 
Eeneath swift sighs that thicken, 

Soft hands and lips that smite j 
Lips that no love can tire. 
With hands that sting like fire. 
Weaving the web Desire 

To snare the bird Delight 
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But love so ligMy pligTited, 
Our love with torch imlighted, 
Paused near ua unaffrighted, 

Who found and left him free ; 
None, seeing ua cloyeu in aunder, 
"Will weep or laugh or wonder ; 
Light love stands clear of thunder. 

And safe from winds at sea. 

As, when late larks give warning 
Of dying lights and dawning, 
Hight murmura to the morning, 

" Lie atill, love, lie still ; " 
And half her dark limha coyer 
The white limba of her lover, 
Witli amorous plumes that hover 

And fervent lips that chill ; 

As BCOnifnl day represses 
Night'a void and vain caresses. 
And from Iier cloudier tresses 

TJnwinda the gold of his. 
With limbs from limhs dividing 
And breath by breath subsiding ; 
For love has no abiding, 

Eat dies before the kiss ; 

So hath it been, ao be it ; 
For who shall live and flee it? 
But look that no roan see it 
Or hear it unaware ; 
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Lest all who love and ckoose him 
See Love and so refuse him j 
For all who find him lose him, 
But all have found him ftur 
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DOLORES. 

(TJOTEE-DAMB BES SEPT DOOLBnM.) 

Cold eyelids ttat hide like a jewel 

Hard eyes that grow soft for an hour ; 
The heavy white limbs, and the cruel 

Red mouth like a venomous flower ; 
"When these are gone by with tieir glories, 

"Wliat shall rest of thee then, what remain, 
mystic and sombre Dolores, 

Our Lady of Pain ? 

Seven sorrows the priests give their "Vir^n ; 

But thy sins, which are seventy fjmea seven, 
Seven ages would fail thee to purge in. 

And then they would haimt thee in heaven ; 
Fierce midnights and famishing morrows, 

And the loves that complete and control 
All the joys of the flesh, all the sorrows 

That wear out the sou!. 

garment not golden hut gilded, 
O garden where all men may dwell, 

tower not of ivory, but builded 

By hands that reach heaven from hell ; 
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O mystical rose of the mire, 

house not of gold but of gain, 
O house of unquenchable fire, 

Our Lady of Paia I 

O lips full t f lust and of laughter, 

Curled snates that are fed from my breaat, 
Bite hard, lest remembrance come after 

And press with new-lips where you pressed. 
For my heaii, too springs np at the pressure, 

Mine eyelids too moisten and bum ; 
Ah, feed me and fill me with pleasure, 

Ere pain come in turn. 



In yesterday's reach and to-n 

Out of sight though they lie of to-day, 
There have been and there yet shall be sorrows 

That amitii not and bite not in play. 
The life and the love thou despisest, 

These hurt ua indeed and in vain, 
wise among women, and wisest. 

Our Lady of Pain. 

Who gave thee thy wisdom ? what stories 

That stung thee, what visions that smot* ? 
Wert thou pure and a maiden, Dolores, 

When desfre took thee first by the throat? 
What bud was the shell of a blossom 

That all men may smell to and pluck ? 
What milk fod thee first at what bosom ? 

What sins gave thee suck ? 
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We shifl. anil bedeck and bedrape as ; 

Thou art noble and nude and antique i 
Libitina thy mother, Priapiis 

Thy father, a Tuscan and Greek. 
"We play with light lovea in the portal, 

And wince and relent and refrain ; 
Loves die ; and we know thee immortal, 

Onr Lady of Pain. 

Ftnits fell and love dies and time ranges ; 

Thou art fed with perpetual breath, 
And alive after infinite changes, 

And fresh from the kisses of death ; 
Of languors rekindled and i-allied, 

Of barren delights and unclean. 
Things monstrous and fruitless, a pallid 

And poisonous queen. 

Could you hurt me, sweet lips, though I hurl 

Men touch them, and change in a trice 
The lilies and languors of virtue 

For the raptures and roses of vice ; 
Those lie where thy foot on the floor is, 

These crown and caress thee and chain, 
O splendid and sterile Dolores, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

There are sins it may be to discover, 
There are deeds it may be to delight. 
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What new work wilt thou fimi for thy lovei, 
What new passions for daytime or night? 

What spells that they know not a word of 
Where lives are as leaves overblown ? 

What tortures undreamt of, unheard of, 
Unwritten, unknown ? 

Ah beautiful passionate body 

That never has ached with a heart ! 
On thy mouth though the kisses are Woody, 

Though they sting till it shudder and smart. 
More kind than the love we adore ia, 

They hurt not tlie lieart or the hi^n, 
bitter and tender Dolores, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

As oar kisses relas and redouble. 

From the lips and the foam and the fangs 
Shall no new sin be born for men's troable, 

No dream of impossible pangs ? 
With the Bweel of the sins of old ages 

Wilt thou satiate tJiy soul as of yore ? 
Too sweet is the rind, say the sages, 

Too bitter the core. 

Hast thou told all thy secrets the last time. 
And bared all thy beauties to one ? 

Ah, where shall we go tlien for pastime, 
If the worst that can be has been done ? 
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Eat Bweet as the riiicl was the core is ; 

"We are fain of thee still, we are fain, 
O sanguine and subtle Dolores, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

By the hunger of change and emotion, 

By the tliii-st of unbeiirahle things, 
By despair, the twin-bom of devotion, 

By the pleasure that winces and stings, 
The delight that consumes the desire, 

The desire that outruns the delight, 
By the cruelty deaf as a fire 

And blind as the night. 



By the ravenous teeth that have smitten 

Through the kisses that blossom and bud, 
By the lips intertwisted and bitten 

Till the foiaa has a savor of blood. 
By the pulse as it nses and falters, 

By the hands as they slacken and strain, 
I adjure thee, respond from thine altars, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

"Wilt thou smile as a woman disdaining 
The light fire in the veins of a hoy ? 

But he comes to thee sad, without feigning, 
Who has wearied of sorrow and joy ; 

Less careful of labor and glory 

Than the elders whose hair has uncurleil ; 
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Aiid young, but with fimciea as hoary 
And gray aa the world. 

I have passed from flie outermoat portal 

To the shrine where a ain is a prayer ; 
"What care though the acryic* be mortal ? 

our Lady of Torture, what care ? 
All thine the laat wine that I pour is, 

The last in the chalice we drain, 
O fierce and luxurious Dolores, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

All tliiiie the new wine of desire, 

The fruit of four lipa as thej clung 
Till the hair and the eyelids took fire, 

The foam of a serpeDtine tongue, 
The froth of the serpents of pleasure, 

More salt than the foam of the sea, 
Mow felt aa a fiame, now at leisure 

As wine shed for me. 

Ah thy people, thy children, tJiy chosen, 

Marked cross from the womb and perverao ! 
They have found out the secret to cozen 

The gods that constrain us and curse ; 
They alone, they are wise, and none other ; 

Give me place, even me, in their train, 
my siater, my spo«se, and my mother, 

Our Lady of Pain. 
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For tho crown of our life as it closes 
. la darkness, tlie fruit tliereof dust ; 
No thorns go as deep as a rose's. 

And love is more cruel than lust. 
Time turns the old days to derision. 

Our loves into corpses or wives ; 
And marriage and death and division 

Make barren our lives. 

And pale fix>m the past we draw nigh thee, 

And satiate with comfortlesa hours ; 
And we know thee, how all men belie thee. 

And we gather the fruit of tliy flowers ; 
The passion that slays and recovers, 

The pangs and the kisses that rain 
Oa the lips and the limbs of tliy lovers, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

The desire of thy fiiHous embraces 

Is more than the wisdom of years, 
On the hloBsom thongh blood lie in traces, 

ThoQgh the foliage be sodden with tears. 
For tjie lords in whose keeping the door is 

That opens on all who draw breath 
Gave the cypress to love, my Dolores, 

The myrtle to death. 

And they laughed, changing haiids in the measure, 
And they mized and made peaee after strife ; 
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Pain melted in tears, and was pleasure ; 

Death tingled with blood, and was Jife. 
Like lovers they melted and tingled, 

In the dusk of thine innermofit fane ; 
la the darkness they murmured and mingled 

Our Lady of Pain. 

In a twilight where virtues are vices. 

In thy chapels, unknown of the sun, 
To a tune that enthralls and entices, 

They were wed, and the twain were as one. 
For the tune from thine altar hath sounded 

Since God bade the world's work be^n. 
And the fume of thine incense abounded. 

To sweeten the sin. 

Love listens, and paler than ashes, 

Through his curls as the crown on them slips. 
Lifts languid wet eyelids and lashes, 

And laughs with insatiable lips. 
Thou shalt hush him with heavy caresses. 

With music that scares the profene ; 
Thou shalt darken Ms eyes with thy tresses, 

Our JLady of Pain. 

Thou shalt blind his bright eyes though he wrestle. 
Thou slialt chain his light limbs though ho strive; 

In his lips all thy serpents shall nestle. 
In his hands all thy cruelties thrive. 
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In tiie daytime thy voice shall go through him, 
In his (ireams he shall feel tiee and ache ; 

Thou shalt kindle by night aad subdue hi'm 
Aaieep and awake. 

Thou shalt foucii and make redder his roses 

With juice not of frait nor of bud ; 
When the sense in the epirit reposea, 

Thou shalt quicken the soul through tie blood. 
Thine, thine the one grace we implore is, 

Who would live and not languish or feign, 
O sleepless and deadly Dolores, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

Dost thon dream, in a respite of slumber, 

In a lull of the fires of thy life. 
Of fie days without name, without number, 

When thy will stung the world into strife ; 
"Wlen, a goddess, the pulse of thy passion 

Smote kings as they reveled ia Eome ; 
And they hailed thee re-risen, Thalassian, 

Foam-white, fixim the foam ? 

"When thy lips had such lovers to flatter ; 

When the city lay red from thy rods. 
And thine hands were as arrows to scatter 

The children of change and their gods ; 
^ITieii tJie blood of thy foemen made fervent 

A sand never moist from the main. 
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Ab one Bmote thorn, tkeir lord and tliy seri'aiit 
Our Lady of Pain. 

On sands by tte storm never sliakea, 

Nor wet from the washing of tides ; 
Kor by foam of the wa-ves overtaken, 

Nor winds that the thunder bestrides ; 
But red from the print of thy paces. 

Made smooth for tlie world and its lords, 
Kinged round with a flame of fair faces, 

And splendid with swords. 

There the gladiator, paie for thy pleasure. 

Drew bitter and perilous breath ; 
There torments laid hold on the treasure 

Of limbs too delicious for death ; 
When thy gardens were lit with live torches ; 

When the world was a steed for thy rein ; 
When the nations lay prone in thy porches. 

Our Lady of Pain. 

When, with flame all around him aspirant, 

Stood flushed, as a harp-player stands. 
The implacable beautiful tyrant, 

Rose-crowned, having death in Ms hands ; 
And a sound as the sound of loud water 

Smote far through the flight of the fires, 
And mised with the lightning of slaughtei- 

A thunder of lyres. 
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Dost tKou dream of what was and no more is, — 

The old kingdoms of earth and the kings ? 
Dost thoii hunger for these things, Dolores, — 

For these, in a world of new things ? 
But thy bosom no fasts could emaciate, 

No hunger compel to complain 
Those lips that no bloodshed could satiate, 

Oar Lady of Pain. 

As of old when the world's heart was lighter, 

Through thy garments the grace of thee glows. 
The white wealth of thy body made whiter 

By the blushes of amorous blows, 
And seamed with sharp lips and fierce fingers, 

And branded by kisses that bruise ; 
When all shall be gone that now lingers. 

Ah, what shall we lose ? 

Thou wert fmr in the fearless old fashion, 

And thy limbs are as melodies yet. 
And move to the musia of passion 

With lithe and lascivious regret. 
Wliat ailed us, Gods, to desert you 

For creeds that refuse and resti-ain ? 
Come down and redeem us from virtue, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

All shrines that were Vestal are flameless, 
But the flame has not fallen from this ; 
Though obscure be the god, and though naraeleaa 
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The eyes and the hair tJiat we kiss ; 
IjOW firea that love sits by and forges 

Freah heads for his arrows and thine ; 
Hair loosened and soiled in mid orf^ies 

With kisses and wine. 

Thy akin changes country and color, 

And shrivels or swells to a snake's. 
Let it brighten and bloat and grow duller, 

We know it, the flames and the flakes, 
Red brands on it smitten and bitten, 

Eouiid skies whore a star is a stain. 
And the leaves with thy litanies written, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

On thy bosom though many a kiss be. 

There are none such as knew it of old. 
Was it Alciphron onee or Arisbe, 

Male ringlets or feminine gold, 
That thy lips met with under the statue, 

Wiience a look shot out sharp after thieves 
From the eyes of the garden-god at you 

Across the fig-leaves ? 

Then still, through dry seasons and moister, 

One god had a wreath to his shrine ; 
Thenlove was the pearl of Ms oyster,' 
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And Veaus rose red out of wine. 
We tave all done amiss, clioosmg rather 

Such loves as the wise gods disdain ; 
Intercede for us tiou with thy father, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

In spring he had crowns of his garden, 

Eed corn in the heat of the year, 
Then hoary green olives that harden 

When the grape-hlossom freezes with fear ; 
And milk-budded myrtlea with Venus 

And vine-leaves with Bacchus he trod ; 
And ye said, " "VVe have seen, he hath seen us 

A visible God," 

What broke off the garlands that girt you ? 

What sundered you spirit and clay ? 
Weak sina yet alive are as virtue 

To the strength of the sins of that day. 
For dried is the Mood of thy lover, 

Ipsiihilla, contracted the vein ; 
Ory aloud, " Will he rise and recover. 

Our IJady of Pain ? " 

Cry aloud ; for the old world is broken : 
Cry out ; for the Phrygian \s priest, 

And rears not the bountiful token 
And spreads not the fatherly feast. 

From the midmost of Ida, from shady 
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They have brought and baptized her, Oar Lady, 
A goddess aew-horn. 

And tte chaplels of old are above us, 

And flie oyster-bed teems out of reach ; 
Old poets outaing and outlove us, 

And Catullus makes mouths at our speech. 
Who shall kiss, in tliy father's own city. 

With such lips as he sang with, again ? 
Intercede for us all of tby pity, 

Our Lady of Pam. 

Out of Dindymus heavily laden 

Her lions draw bonud and unfed 
A mofLer, a mortal, a maiden, 

A queen over death and the dead- 
She is cold, and her habit is lowly, 

Her temple of brauches and sods ; 
Most fruitftil and vh-gmal, holy, 

A mother of gods. 

She hath wasted with Are thine high places. 

She hath hidden and marred and made sad 
The fair limbs of the Loves, the fair faces 

Of gods that were goodly and gbd. 
She slays, and her hands are not bloody ; 

She moves as a moon in the wane, 
White-robed, and thy raiment is ruddy, 

Our Lady of Pain. 
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They shall pass and their places be taken, 

The gods and the priests that are pure. 
They shall pass, and. ahalt thou not bo shaken ? 

They shall pei-ish, and shalt thou endure? 
Death laughs, breathing close and relentless 

In the nostrils and eyelids of lust. 
With a puicli m his fingers o£ scentless 

And delicate dust. 

Hut the worm shall reviye thee with kisses ; 

Thou shalt change and transmute as a god, 
As the rod to a serpent that hisses. 

As the serpent again to a rod. 
Thy life shall not cease though thou doff it ; 

Thou shalt live until evil be slain, 
And good shall die first, said thy prophet, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

Did he lie ? did he laugh ? does he know it. 

Now he lies out of reach, out of breath, 
Thy prophet, thy preacher, thy poet, 

Sin's child by incestuous Death ? 
Did he find out in lire at his waking. 

Or discern as his eyelids lost light, 
When the bands of the body were breaking 

And all came in sight ? 

Who has known all the evil before as, 
Or the tyrannous secreta of time ? 
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Tliougli we matck not the dead men that bore us 

At a aoDg, at a kiss, at a crime — 
Though tie keathen outface and outlive us, 

And our lives acd our longiugs are twain — ■ 
Ah.-forgive us our virtues, forgive as, 

Our Lady of Pain. 

Who are we that embalm and embrace thee 

With spices and savors of song ? 
What is Time, that his chOdren should face thee i 

What am I, that my lips do thee wrong? 
I could hurt thee — hut pain would delight thee ; 

Or caress thee — but love would repel ; 
And the lovers whose lips would ei:cite thee 

Are serpents in hell. 

Who now shall content thee as they did, 

Thy lovers, when temples were built 
And the hair of the sacrifice hraided 

And the blood of the sacrifice spilt, 
In Lampsacus fervent with faces, 

In Aphaca red from tliy reigu, 
Wlio embraced thee with awful embraces. 

Our Lady of Pain ? 

Where are they, Cotytto or Venus, 

Astarte or Ashtaroth, where ? 
Do their hands as we touch come between us ? 

Is the breath of them hot in thy hair? 
From their lips have thy lips taken fever. 
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"With the blood of their bodies grown red F 
Hast thou left upoa earth a believer 
If these men are dead ? 

They wore purple of raiment and golden, 

Filled full of ttiee, fiery with wine, 
Thy lovers, in haunts unbehoMen, 

In marvelous chambers of thine. 
They are fled, and their foo^rints escape ua, 

Who appraise thee, adore, and abstain, 
daughter of Death and Priapus, 

Our Lady of Paiu. 

What ails us to fear overmeasiire, 

To praise thee with timorous breath, 
O mistress and mother of pleasure, 

The one tiling as certain as death ? 
We shall cbaJige as lie things that we cherisU, 

Shall fade as they feded before, 
As foam upon water shall perish, 

As sand upon, shore. 

We shall know what the darkness discovers. 

If the grave-pit be shallow or deep ; 
And our fathers of old, and our lovers. 

We shall know if they sleep not or sleep. 
We shall see whether hell he not heaven, 

Find out weather tares he not grain, 
And the joys of thee seventy times seven. 

Our Lady of Pain. 
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THE GARDEN OF PEOSEEPINB. 

Here, where fJie worlil is quiet ; 

Here, where all trouble seems 
Dead winds' and spent waves' riot 

In doubtful dreams of dreama ; 
I wateh the green field growing 
For reaping folk and sowing, 
For harvest-time and mowing, 

A sleepy world of st 



I am tired of tears and laughter, 

And men that laugh and weep ; 
Of what may come hereafter 
For men that sow to reap : 
1 am weary of days and hours. 
Blown bads of barren flowers, 
Desires aad dreams and powers 
And every thing but sleep. 

Here life has death for neighbor, 
And far from eye or ear 

Wan waves and weS winds labor, 
Weak ships and spirits steer ; 

They drive adrift, and whither 

They wot not who make thither ; 
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TSE GASDEN OF PROSERPINK 

But no such winds blow hither, 
And no sach things grow hefe. 

No groirth of moor or coppice, 

No heather-flower or vine, 
But bloomless buds of poppies, 

Green grapes of Proserpine, 
Pale beds of blowing rushes 
Where no leaf blooms or blushes 
Save this wtereout she crushes 

For dead men deadly wine- 
Pale, without name or number, 

In fruitless fields of com, 
They bow themselTee and slumber 

All Eight till light is bom ; 
And like a soul belated, 
In hell and heaven un mated, 
By cloud and mist abated 

Cornea out of darkness mom. 

Though one were strong as seven, 
He too with death shall dwell. 

Nor wake with wings ia heaven, 
Nor weep for pains in hell ; 

His beauty clouds and closes ; 

And well thongh love reposes, 

In the end it is not well. 
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TSE GARDEN OF PROSERPISE. 

Pale, beyond porch and portal. 

Crowned with calm leaves, she stands 
Who gathers all things mortal 
WiLh cold immortal hands ; 
Her languid lips are sweeter 
Than love's who fears to'greet her 
To men that mix and meet her 
From many times and lands. 

She waits for each and other, 
She waitp for ail men born ; 

Forgets the earth her mother, 
The life of fruita and com ; 

And spring and seed and swallow 

Take wing for her and follow 

"Where summer song rings hollow 
And flowers are put to scorn. 

There go the loves that wither, 

The old loves with wearier wings ; 
And all dead years draw thither, 

And all disastrous things ; 
Dead dreams of days forsaken, 
Blind buds that snows have shaken, 
"Wild leaves that winds have taken, 
Ked strays of ruined springs. 

We are not snre of sorrow, 
And joy was never sure ; 
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TSB GARDEN OF PROSERPINE. 

To-day will die to-morrow ; 

Time stoops to no man's lore; 
And love, grown faint and fretful, 
With lips but half regretful 
Sighs, and with eyes forgetful 

Weeps that no loves endure. 

From too much love of living, 
From hope and fear set free, 

We timnk with brief thanksgiving 
Whatever goda may he 

That no Kfe lives forever ; 

That dead men rise up never ; 

That even the weariest river 
Winds somewhere safe to sea. 

Then star nor sun shall waken. 
Nor any change of light ; 

Nor BOimd of waters shaken. 
Nor any sound or sight : 

Nor wintry leaves nor vernal, 

Nor days nor thiags diurnal; 

Only the sleep eternal 
In an eternal night 
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HESPERIA. 

Oft of the golden remote wild west where the sea 
without shore is, 
Full of the sunset, and sad, if at aU, with the full- 
ness of joy, 
As a wind sets in with the autumn that hlows from 
the re^on of stories, 
Blows with a perfume of songs and of memories 
beloved from a boy, 
Blows from the capes of the past over-sea to the bays 
of the present, 
Filled as with shadow of sound with the pulse ot 
invisible feet, 
Far out to the shallows and strata of the future, by 
rough ways or pleasant, 
Is it thither the wind's wings beat ? is it hither to 
me, my sweet ? 
For thee, in the stream of the deep tide-wind blow- 
ing in with the water, 
Thee 1 behold as a bird borne in with the wind 
from the west. 
Straight from the sunset, across white waves whence 
rose as a daughter 
Venus thy mother, in years when the world was a 
water at restr 
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194 EESPBRIA. 

Out of the distance of dreama, as a. dream that abides 
after slumber, 
Strayed from the fugitive flock of the night, when 

Wanes in the wan waste heights of t]ie heaven, and 
stars without numher 
Die without sound, and are spent like lamps that 
are burnt by the dead, 
Comes back to me, stays by me, lulls me witli touch 
of forgotten caresses. 
One warm dream clad about with a fire as of life 
that endures ; 
The delight of thy face, and the sound of thy feet, and 
the wind of thy tresses, 
And all of a man that regrets, and all of a maid 
that allures, 
But thy bosom is warm for my face and profound as a 
manifold flower. 
Thy silence as music, thy voice as aa odor that 
fades in a flame ; 
Not a dream, not a dream is the kiss of thy mouth, 
and the bountiful hour 
That nialies me forget what was sin, and would 
make me forget were it shame. 
Thine eyes that are quiet, thine hands that are tender, 
thy lips that are loving. 
Comfort and cool me as dew in the dawn of a moon 
like a dream ; 
And my heart yearns baffied and bhnd, moved vainly 
toward thee, and moving 
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BE8PER1A. 193 

Ab the refluent seaweed moves in t3;e langmd exu- 
berant stream, 
Fair as a rose ia on earth, as a rose under water in 
prison, 
That stretches and swings to the slow passionate' 
pulse of the sea, 
Closed up from the air and the sun, but alive, as a 

Pale as the love that revives as a el' 



From the bountiM infinite west, from the happy me- 
morial places 
Full of the stately repose and tlie lordly delight of 
the dead, 
Where the fortunate islands are lit with tJie light of 
ineffable faces. 
And the sound of a sea without wind is about them, 
and sunset is red, 
Come back to redeem and release me from love that 
recalls and represses, 
That cleaves to my flesh as a flame, till the serpent 
has eaten his fill ; 
From the bitter delights of the dark, and the feverish, 
the furtive caresses 
That mm-der the youth m a man or ever liis heart 
have its will. 
Thy lips cannot laugh and thine eyes cannot weeps 
thou art pale as a rose is. 
Paler and sweeter than leaves that cover- the blush 
of the bud ; 
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196 BESPERU. 

And tte heart of the flower is compassion, and pilj 
the core it encloses, 
Pity, not love, that is bom of the breath aad decaya 
with the blood. 
As the cross that a wild nun clasps till the edge of it 
bmises her bosom, 
So love wounds as we grasp it, and blackens and 
burns as a flame ; 
I have loved overmuch in my life ; when the live bud 
burets with the blossom. 
Bitter as ashes or tears is the fruit, and the wine 
thereof shame. 
As a heart that its anguish divides is tlie green bud 
cloven asunder ; 
As the blood of a man self-slain is the flush of the 
leaves that allure ; 
And the perfume as poison and wine fo the brain, a 
delight and a wonder ; 
And tJie thorns are loo sharp for a boy, too slight 
for a man, to endure. 
Too soon did I love it, and lost love's rose; and I 
cared not for glory's ; 
Only tlie blossoms of sleep and of pleasure were 
mixed in my hair. 
W^ it myrtle or poppy thy garland was woven with. 

my Dolores ? 

Was it pallor of slumber, or Mush as of blood, thai 

1 found in thee fair ? 

For desire is a respite from love, and the ilesh not the 
heart is her liiel ; 
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EESPERIA. ly'; 

She was sweet to me once, who am fled and escajibij 
from the rage of her reign ; 
Who belioH as of old timo at hand as I turn, with he- 
mouth growing cruel, 
And flushed as with wine with the blood of hei 
lovers, Om' Lady of Pain. 
Low down whei-e the tHcket is thicker with thorna 
than with leaves in the summer. 
In the brake is a gleaming of eyca and a hissing of 
tongues that I knew ; 
And the lithe long tliroats of Ler snakes reach round 
ker, their mouths overcome her, 
And her lipa grow cool with their foam, made moist 
as a desert with dew. 
With the thirst and the liunger of lust though her 
beautiful lipa he so bitter, 
With the cold foul foam of the snakes they soften 
and redden and smile ; 
And her fierce mouth sweetens, her eyes waJ: wide and 
her eyelashes glitter. 
And she laughs with a savor of blood in her face, 
and a savor of guile. 
She laughs, and her hands reach hitJier, her hair blows 
hither and hisses, 
As a low-lit flame in a wind, baek-bloivn till it 
shudder and leap ; 
Let her lips not again lay hold on my soul, nor her 
poiaoaous kisses. 
To consume it alive and divide from thy bosom, 
Our Lady of Sleep. 
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] JI8 BESPERIA. 

Ah daughter of sunset and slumber, if now it reliim 
into prison, 
Who shall redeem it anew ? hut we, if thou wilt, 
let us fly ; 
Let us take to ua, now that the white skies thrill with 



Swift horses of fear or of love, take flight and de- 
part and not die. 
They are swifter than dreams, they are stronger than 
death ; there is none that hath ridden, 
None that shall ride ia the dim strange ways of his 
life as we ride ; 
By the meadows of memory, the highlands of hope 
and the shore that is liidden. 
Where life breaks loud and unseen, a sonorous in 
visible tide ; 
By the sands where sorrow h'as trodden, the salt pools 
bitter and sterile, 
By the thundering reef and the low sea-wall and 
tlie channel of years. 
Our wild steeds press on the night, strain hard through 
pleasure and peril. 
Labor and listen and pant not or pause for the peril 
that nears ; 
And the sound of them trampling tlie way cleaves 
night as an arrow asunder, 
And slow by the sand-hill and swift by the down 
with its glimpses of gra^, 
Sndri;'n and steady the music, as eight hoofs ti'ample 
;-Liid lliunder. 
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3ESPERIA. 19S 

Rings in the ear of tlie low blind wind of the night 

Shrill shrieks ia our faces the blind bland air that was 
mute as a maiden, 
Stung into storm by the speed of our passage, and 
deaf where we past ; 
And our spirits too burn as we bound, thine holy but 
mine heavy-laden, 
As we bum with the fire of our flight ; ah lov& 
shall we win at the last i* 
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LOYE AT SEA. 

Wb are in love's land to-day ; 

Wliere shall we go ? 
Love, shall we start or stay, 

Or sail or row ? 
There 's many a wind and way. 
And never a May but May ; 
We ai-e in love's hand to-day ; 

Wliere shall we go ? 

Our Jandwiad is the breath 
Of sorrows kissed to death 

And joys that were ; 
Our hallast is a rose ; 
Our way lies where God knows 

And love knows where. 

We are in love's hand to-day — 

Our seamen ai'e Hedged Loves, 
Our masts are hdls of doves, 

Our decks fine gold ; 
Our ropes are dead maids' hair. 
Our stores are love-shafta feir 

And manifold, 

W« are in love's land to-day — 
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LOVK AT SEA. 201 

Where ahidl wo land yoii, sweet ? 
On fields of strange men's feet, 

Or flclds near homo ? 
Or where the flre-flowera blow. 
Or where the flowers of snow 

Or flowers of foam ? 

We are in love's hand to-day — i 

-Laud me, she says, where love 
Shows bat one shaft, one dove, 

One heart, one hand. 
— A shore like that, my dear, 
Lies where no maM will steer, 

No maiden land. 

Imitated from TheophiU Gauiier 
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When the fields catcli flower 
And the underwood is green, 

And from bower unto bower 
The songs of the birds begin, 
I sing with sighing between. 

When I laugh and sing, 

I am heavy at heart for my ein ; 

I am sad in tlie spring 

For iny love that I shall not win, 

For a foolish thing. 

This profit 1 have of my woe, 

That I know, as I sing, 
I know he will needs have it so 

Who is master and king, 

Who is lord of the spirit of spring. 
I will serve her and will not spare 

Till her pity awake 
Who is good, who is pnre, who is fair, 

Even her for whose sake 
Love hath ta'en ine and slain unaware. 
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my lord, O Love, 

I have laid my life at thy feet ; 
Have thy will thereof, 

Do as it please thee witli it, 

For what shall pleaee thee is sweet. 

1 am come unto thee 

To do thee service, O Love ; 
Yet cannot I see 

Thou wilt take any pity thereof, 
Any mercy on me. 

But the grace I have long time sought 

Comes never in sight, 
If in her it abideth not. 

Through thy mercy aad might. 

Whose heart is the world's delight. 
Thou liast sworn without fail I shall die, 

For my heart is set 
On what hurts me, I wot not why. 

But cannot forget 
"What I love, what I sing tor and sigh. 

She is worthy of praise. 

For this grief of her ^ving is worth 
All the joy of my days 

That lie between death's day and birth, 

All the lordship of things upon earth. 
N.iy, what have I said ? 

I would not be glad if I could ; 
My dream and my dread 
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Are of her, and for her sake I would 
That my life were fled. 

Lo, sweet, if I dnrst not pray to you, 

Then were I dead ; 
If I sang not a little to say to you, 

(Could it be said) 

O my love, liow my heart wonld be fed ; 
Ah sweet who hast hold of my huart. 

For thy love's sake I live, 
Do hut tell me, ere either depart, 

What a lover may give 
For a woman so fair as thou art. 

The lovers that disbelieve. 

False rumors shall grieve 
And evil-speaking shall part 
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BEFORE PARTING. 

A MONTH or twain to live oa honeycomb 
Is pleasant ; but one tires of scented time, 
Cold sweet recurrence of accepted rhyme, 
And that strong purple under juice and foam 
Where the wine's heart has burst; 
Nor feel the latter kisses like the first. 

Once yet, this poor oie time ; I will not pray 

Even to change the bitterness of it, 

The bitter taste ensuing on the sweet, 

To make your tears fall where your soft hair lay 

All blurred and heavy in some perfumed wise 

Over my face and eyes. 

And yet who knows what end the scythed wheat 
Makes of its foolish poppies' mouths of red ? 
These were not sown, these are not harvested, 
They grow a month and are cast under feet 
And none has care thereof, 
Aa none has care of a divided love. 

I know each shadow of your lips by rote, 
Each change of love in eyelids and eyebrows ; 
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i06 BEtOSE PASTING. 

The fashion of f^r temples tremulous 
"With tender blood, and color of your throat ; 
I know not how love is gone out of this, 
Seeing that all was his. 

Love's likeness there endures upon all these : 

But out of these one shall not gather love. 

Day hath not strength nor the night shade enough 

To make love whole and fill hia lips with ease, 

As some hee-huilded cell 

Feels at filled lips the honey swell. 

I know not how this last month leaves your hair 

Less full of purple color and hid spice, 

And that luxurious trouble of closed eyes 

Is mixed with meaner shadow and waste care ; 

And love, kissed out by pleasure, seems not yet 

Worth patience to regret. 
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THE SUNDEW. 

A LITTLE marsh-plant, yellow green, 
And pricked at lip with tender red. 
Tread close, and either way you tread 
Some faifit black water jets between 
Lest you should bruise the curious head. 

A live thing may be ; who shall know? 
The summer knows and suffers it ; 
For the cool mosa is thick and sweet 
Each side, and saves tJie blossom so 
That it lives out the long June hoat. 

The deep scent of the heather burns 
About it ; breathleaa though it be, 
Bow down and worship ; more than we 
la the least flower whose life returns, 
Least weed renascent in the sea. 

We are vexed and cumbered in earth's sight 
With wants, with many memories ; 
These see their mother what she is. 
Glad-growing, till August leave more bright 
The i^ple-eolored cranberi'ies. 
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i THE SUNDEW. 

Wind blows and bleaclies tlie Rtrong grass 
Blown all one way to shelter it 
From trample of strayed kine, with feet 
Felt heavier tKan tlie moorhen was, 
Strayed up past patches of wild wheat. 

You call it simdew : how it grows, 
Kwith ita color it have breath, 
If life taste sweet to it, if death 
Pain ita soft petal, no man knows : 
Man has no sight or sense that saith. 

My sundew, grown of gentle days, 
In these green miles the spring begun 
Thy gi'owtb ere Apri] had half done 
With tho soft secret of her ways 
Or June made ready for the sun. 

red-lipped mouth of marah-flower, 

1 have a secret halved with thee. 
The name that is love's name to nio 
Thou knowest, and the face of her 
Who is my festival to see. 

The hard sun, as thy petals knew. 
Colored the heavy moss-water : 
Thou wert not worth green niidsummer 
Nor fit to live to August blue, 
sundew, not remembering her. 
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f:^lise. 

Alaii oh sont les nei/tes banian f 

"WnAT shall be said between us here 
Among the downs, between the trees, 

In fields that knew our feet last year, 
In sight of quiet sands and seas, 
This year, F^lise ? 

Who knows what word were best to say ? 

For last year's leaves lie dead and red 
On thia sweet day, in this green May, 

And barren com majbes bitter bread. 

What shall be s^d 'i 

Here as last year the fields begin, 
A fire of fiowers and glowing grass ; 

The old fields we laughed and lingered in. 
Seeing each our souls in last year's glass, 
F41ise, alas ) 

Shall we not laugh, shall we not weep. 
Not we, thougli tliis be as it is ? 

For love awake or love asleep 
Ends in a langh, a dream, a kiss, 
A song like this. 
11 
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I that have slept awoke, and you 

Sleep, who last yoar were well awake. 

Though love do all that iove can do, 
My heart will never ache or break 
For your heart's sake. 

The great sea, feultless as a flower. 

Throbs, tremhling under beam and breezw, 

And laughs vritli love of the amorous hour. 
I found you fairer once, Fclise, 
Than flowers or seas, 

We played at bond-man and at queen ; 

But as the days change meu change too , 
I find the gray sea's notes of green. 

The green sea's fervent flakes of blue. 

More fair than you. 

Your beauty ia not over fair 

Now in mine eyes, who am grown up wise. 
The smell of Bowers in all your hair 

AJlures not now ; no sigh replies 

If your heart sighs. 

But you sigh seldom, you sleep sound. 
You find love's new name good enough. 

Less sweet I find it than I found 
The sweetest name that ever love 
Grew weary of, 
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My snake with bright bland eyes, my snake 
Grown tame and glad to be caressed, 

"With lips athirst for mine to slake 
Their tender fever 1 who had guessed 
You loved me best ? 

T had died for tliis last year, to know 

Ton loved me. Who shall turn on fate ? 

I care not if love come or go 

Now, though, your love seek mine for mate 
It is too late. 

The dust of many strange desires 
Lies deep between us ; in our eyes 

Dead smoke of perishable fires 
Flickers, a fume in air and skies, 
A steam of sigha. 

You loved me and you loved me not ; 

A little, much, and overmuch. 
Will you forget as I forget ? 

Let all dead things lie dead ; none such 

Are soft to touch. 

I love you and I do not love, 

Too much, a little, not at all : 
Too muoh, and never yet enough. 

Birds r[uick to fledge and fly at call 

Are quick to fall. 
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And theae love longer now than men, 
And larger loves than ours are these. 

No diver brings up love again 

Dropped once, my beautiful IT^lise, 
In such cold seas. 

Gone deeper than all pin mm eta sound, 
"Where in the dini green dayless day 

The life of such dead things lies bound 
As the sea feeds on, wreck and stray 
And castaway. 

Can I forget ? yea, that ca^i I, 

And that can aO men ; so will you. 

Alive, or later, when you die. 

Ah, bjit the love you plead was true ? 
Was mine not too ? 

1 loved yoa for that name of yours 
Long ere we met, and long enough. 

Now that one thing of all endures — 
The sweetest name that ever love 
Waied weary of. 

Like colors in the sea, like flowers. 
Like a cat's splendid eircled eyes 

That wax and wane with love for hours, 
Green as green flame, blue-gray like skiea, 
And soft like sighs — 
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And all these only like your name, 
And your name full of all of these. 

I say it, and. it sounds the same — 
Save that I Kay it now at ease, 
Your name, Felise. 

1 said, " She muBt be swift and white, 
And subtly warm, aud half perverse. 

And aweet like sharp soft fruit to bite, 
And like a snake's love lithe and fierce." 
Men have guessed worse. 

What was the song I made of you 
Here where the grass forgets our feet 

As afCemooa forgets the dew ? 

Ah that such sweet things should be fleet 
Such fleet things sweet ! 

As afternoon forgets the dew. 
As time in time forgets all men, 

As our old place forgets us two, 

Who might have turned to one thing then, 
But not again. 

O lips that miiiB hare ffrown info 

Lika Aprira kissing May, 
O fervent eyelids lotting Ihrough 
Those eyes the greenest of IhlngB blue, 
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How could the roseleaf love the tub, 

Tlie day love nightfall and her dew, 

Though night may love the day ? 

You loved it may be more than I ; 

We know not ; Iots is hard to seize, 
And aJl things are not good to try ; 

And life-long loves the worst of these 

For 113, Felise. 

Ai, take the season and have done, 
Love well the hour and let it go : 

Two Muls may sleep and wake up one. 
Or dream they wake and find it so, 
And then — you know. 

Kjsa me once hard as though, a flame 
Lay on my lips and made them lire ; 

What breath shall flli and re-inspire 
A dead desire ? 

The old song sounds hollo wer in mine ear 
ThiS thin keen sounds of dead men's speech 

A noise one hears and would not hear ; 
Too strong to die, too weak to reach 
From wave to beach. 

We stand on either side the sea, 

Stretch hands, blow kisses, laugh and lean, 
1 toward you, you toward me ; 
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FEI.ISB. 

Ent wliat hears either save the been 
Gray sea between ? 

A year divides us, love from love, 

Though you, love now, though I loved then. 
The gulf is strait, hut deep enough; 

Who shall recrosa, who among men 

Shall cross again ? 

Love was a jest last year, yon said, 
And what lives surely, surely dies. 

Even so ; but bow that love is dead, 
Shall love rekindle from wet eyes. 
From subtle sighs ? 

For many loves are good to see, 
Mutable loves, and loves perverse; 

But there is nothing, nor shall be. 
So sweet, so wicked, but my verse 
Can dream of worse. 

For we that sing and you that love 
Know that which man may, only we. 

The rest live under us ; above. 

Live the great gods in heaven, and see 
What things shall be. 

So this thing is and must be so ; 

For man dies, and love also dies. 
Though yet love's ghost moves to and fro 
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Tlie sea-green mirrors of your eyes. 
And laughs, and lies. 

Eyes colored like a, water-flower, 
And deeper than the green sea'a glass ; 

Eyes that rememher one sweet hour — 
In vain we swore it sliould not pass ; 
In vain, alas ! 

Ah my Felise, if love or siu, 

If shame or fear could hold it fast, 

Should we not hold it ? Love wears thin, 
And they laugh well who laugh the last. 
Is it not past P 

The gods, the gods are stronger ; time 
Falls down before them, all men's knees 

Bow, all men's prayers and sorrows climb 
Like incense toward them ; yea, for these 
Are gods, F61ise. 

Immortal are they, clothed with powers. 

Not to he comforted at all ; 
Lords over all the fruitless hours ; 

Too great to appease, too high to appall, 

Too far to call. 

For none shall move the most high gods, 
Who are most sad, being cruel ; none 
Shall break or take away the rods 
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'Wherewith they scourge us, not as one 
That smites a son. 

Ey many a name of many a creed 

We have called upon them, since the sands 

Fell through time's hour-glass first, a seed 
Of life ! and oat of many lands 
Have we stretched hands. 

When have they heard ua ? who hath known 
Their faces, climhed unto their feet, 

Felt them and found them ? Laugh or groan, 
Both heaven remurmur and repeat 
Sad soimds or sweet ? 

Do the stars answer ? ia the night 
Have ye found comfort ? or hy day 

Have ye seen godg ? What hope, what light, 
FaOs from the farthest starriest way 
On yoQ that pray ? 

Are the skies wet because we weep. 

Or fair because of any mirth ? 
Cry out ; fhey are gods ; perchance they sleep ; 

Cry ; thon shalt know what prayers are worth, 

Thou dust and earth. 

O earth, thou art fair ; dust, thou art great j 

laughing lips and lips that mourn, 
Pray, till ye fee! the exceeding weight 
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Of God's intolerable acorn. 
Not to be borne. 

Behold, tliere is no grief like this ; 

The barren blossom, of thy prayer, 
Thou shalt find out how sweet it is, 

fools and blind, what seeii: ye there. 

High up in the air ? 

Ye must have gods, tlie friends of men, 
Merciful gods, compassionate, 

And these shall answer you again. 
Will ye beat always at the gate. 
Ye fools of fate ? 

Ye fools and blind ; for this is sure. 
That all ye shall not live, but die. 

Lo, what thing have ye found endure ? 
Or what thing have ye found on. high 
Past the blind sky ? 

The ghost of words and dusty dreams. 
Old memories, faitlis inflrm and dead. 

Ye fools ; for which among you deems 
Hia prayer can alter green to red 
Or stones to bread ? 

Why should ye bear with hopes and fcan 

Till all these things be drawn in one, 
The sound of iron-footed years, 
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And all the oppression that is done 
Under the aan f 

Ye might end surely, surelj- pass 

Qut of the multitude of things, 
Under the dust, beneath the grass, 

Deep in dim death, where no thought stings, 

No record clings. 

No memory more of love or hate. 

No trouble, nothing that aspires, 
No sleepless labor thwarting fate, 

And thwarted ; where no travail tirea, 

Where no faith fires. 

All passes, naught that has been is, 
Things good and evil have one end. 

Can any tiling be otherwise 
Though all men swear all things would m-nd 
With God to friend? 

Can ye heat off one wave with prayer, 
Can ye move mountains? hid the flower 

Take flight and turn to a bird in the air ? 
Can ye hold fast for shine or shower 
One wingless hour ? 

Ah sweet, and we too, can we bring 

One sigh baok, bid one smile revive ? 
Can God restore one ruined thing, 
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Or he who slays our souls alive 
Make dead things thrive ? 

Two gifts perforce he has given us yet, 

Though sad things stay and glad tJiiiigs fly j 

1>T0 gifts he has given ua, to forget 
All glad and sad things that go by, 
And then to die. 

We know not whether death be good, 

But life at least it will not he : 
Men will stand saddeniiig as we stood, 

Watch the same fields and skies as we 

And the same sea. 

Let this be said between ns here, 

One love grows green when one turns gray ; 
This year knows nothing of last year ; 

To-morrow has no more to say 

Toy 



Live and let live, as I will do, 
Love and let love, and so will I. 

But, sweet, for me no more with you 
Not while I live, not though I die. 
Good-night, good-by. 
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AN INTERLUDE. 

In tiae greenest growth of the Maytime, 
I rode whei'e the woods were wet. 

Between the dawn and the daytime ; 
The spring was glad that we met. 

There was somethmg the season wanted, 
Though the ways and the woods smelt sweet 

The breath at yoar lips that panted, 
The pnlse of the grass at your feet. 

You came, and tlie sun came after, 
And the green grew golden above ; 

And the flag-flowers lightened with laughter, 
And the meadow-sweet shook with love. 

Tour feet in the fuU-growa grasses 
Moved soft as a weak wind blows ; 

You passed me as April passes, 
With face made out of a rose. 

By the stream where the stems were slender. 
Your bright foot paused at the aedge ; 

It might be lo wat«h the tender 

Light leaves in the springtime hedge, 
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i AN INTERLUDE. 

Oil boughs that the sweet montL blanehea 

With flowery frost of May : 
It might be a bird in the branches, 

It might be a thorn ia the way. 

I waited to watch you linger 

With foot drawn back from the dew, 

Till a sunbeam strmght like a finger 
Struck sharp through the leaves at you- 

And a bird overhead sang Follow, 
And a bii-d to the right sang Bere ; 

And the arch of the leaves was hollow. 
And the meaning of May was clear. 

I saw where the sun's hand pointed, 
I knew what the bird's note said ; 

By the dawn and the dewfeU anointed, 

You were queen by the gold on your head 

As the glimpse of a bumt-out ember 

Recalls a regret of the sun, 
I remember, forget, and remember 

What Love saw done and undone. 

I remember the way we parted, 

The day and the way we met ; 
You hoped we were both broken-hearted. 

And knew we should both forget. 
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^JV" INTERLUDE. 

Aud May with her world in flower 
Seemed still to murmur and smile 

As you murmured and smiled for an hour ; 
I saw yon turn at the stile. 

A hand like a white wood-blossom 
Toil lilted, and waved, and passed, 

With head hung down to the bosom, 
And pale, as it seemed, at last. 

And the best and the worst of this is 
That neither is most to blame 

If you 've forgotten my kisses 
And I 've forgotten your name. 
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I-IENDECASYLLABJCS. 

In the moBth of tke long decline of roses 
I, beholding the summer dead before me, 
Set my face to the sea and journeyed silent, 
Gating eagerly where above the sea-mark 
Flame as fierce as the fervid eyes of lions 
Half divided the eyelids of the sunset ; 
Till I heard asiw eau'eof waters 
.Moving tremulou und f et f angels 
Multitudinous, out f all the h avens ; 
Knew the flutteimg wind, the i! ttfred foliage, 
Shaken fitfully, 11 f n 1 and shadow ; 
And saw, trodden up n by n eless angels, 
Long mysterious reaches fed with moonlight, 
Sweet sad straits in a soft subsiding channel, 
Blown about by the lips of winds I knew not, 
"Winds not bom in the north nor any quarter, 
"Winds not warm with the south nor any sunshine , 
Heard between them a voice of exultation, 
" Lo, the summer is dead, the sun is faded. 
Even like as a leaf the year is withered. 
All the fruits of the day from all her branches 
Gathered, neither is any left to gather. 
All the flowers are dead, the tender blossoms, 
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HEN DECASYLLABICS. 22.') 

All are taken away ; tte seasoa wasted, 

Like an ember among the fallen ashes. 

Now with light of the winter days, with ^noonlight. 

Light of snow, and tlie bitter light of hoar-frost. 

We bring flowers that fade not after autumn, 

Pale white chaplets and crowns of latter seasons. 

Fair false leaves (but the summer leaves were falsei ) 

Woven under the eyes of stars and planets 

When low light was upon (he windy reaches 

Where the flower of foam was blown, a lily 

Dropt among the sonorous fruitless furrows 

And green fields of the sea that make no pasture : 

Since the winter begins, the weeping winter, 

All whose flowers are tears, and round his temples 

ton blossom of frost ia bound forever." 
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SAPPHICS. 

All the night sleep came not upon my eyehds, 
Shed not dew, nor shook nor unclosed a feather, 
Yet with lips shut close and with eyes of iron 
Stood and beheld me. 

Then to me so lying awake a vision 
Came without sleep over the seas and touched me, 
Softly touched mine eyelids and lips ; and I too, 
Full of the vieion, 



Saw the white implacable Aphrodite, 

Saw the hair uubomid and the I'eet ui 

Shine as Are of sunset 

Saw the reluctant 



Feet, the straining plumes of the doves that drew 

Looking always, looking with neclts reverted, 
Back to Lesbos, back to the hills whereunder 
Shone Mitjiene ; 

Heard the flying feet of the Loves behind hej 
Make a sudden thunder upon the waters. 
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8APFSICS. 23 

As the thunder flung from the strong unclosing 
Wings of a great wind. 

So tho goddess fled from her place, with awful 
Sound of feet and thunder of wings around her ; 
While behind a clamor of singing women 
Severed the twihght. 

Ah the singing, ah the delight, the passion ! 
All the Loves wept, listening ; sick with anguish, 
Stood the crowned nine Muses about Apollo ; 
Fear was upon them, 

While the tenth sang wonderful things they kiie' 

Ah the tenth, the Lesbian ! the nine were silent, 
None endured the snund of her song for weeping ; 
Laurel by laurel, 

Faded all their crowns ; but about her forehead. 
Bound her woven tresses and ashen teinplea 
Whif« as dead snow, paler than gras: 
Ravaged with kisses. 

Shone a light of fire as a crown forever. 
Yea, almost the implacable Aphrodite 
Paused, and almost wept; sueli a song i 



d^vGoogle 



228 SAPPHICS. 

Called her, saying, " Turn to me, my Sapplio ; " 
Tet she turned her face ii'om the Loves, she saw not 
Tears for laughter darken, immortal eyelids, 
Heard not about hep 

Fearful fitful wings of the doves depaiting, 
Saw not how the bosom of Aphrodite 
Shook with weeping, saw not her shaken raiment. 
Saw not her hands wrung ; 

Saw the Lesbians kis^ng across their smitten 

Lutes with lips more sweet than the sound of lute- 

Moutii to mouth and hand upon iiatid, her chosen, 
Fairer thaa all men ; 

Only saw the beautiful lips and fingers, 
Full of songs and kisses arid little whispers, 
Full of music ; only beheld among them 

Newly fledged, her visible song, a marvel, 
Made of perfect sound and exneeding passion. 
Sweetly shapea, terrible, full of thunders, 
Qodied with the wind's wings. 

Then rejoiced she, laughing with love, and scattered 
Roses, awful roses of holy blossom ; 
Then the Loves tlironged sadly with hidden feces 
Round Aphrodite, 
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Then the Muses, stricken at heart, were sclent ; 
Yea, the gods waxed pale ; such a song was that song 
All reluctant, all with a fresh repulsion, 
Fled from before her. 

All withdrew long since, and the land was barren, 
Full of fiTiitless women and music only. 
Now perchance, when winds are aasuagcd at sunset, 
Lidled at the dewiall. 

By the gray sea-side, acassiiaged, unieard of, 
Unbeloyed, unseen in the ebb of twilight. 
Ghosts of ontcast women return lamenting. 
Purged not iu Lethe. 

Clothed about with flame and with tears, and siiigiig 
Songs that move the heart of the shaken heaven, 
Songs that break the heart of the cai'th with pity, 
Hearing, to hear them. 
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AT ELEUSIS. 

Men of Eleusia, ye that with long staves 

Sit in the market-houses, and speali words 

Made aweet with wisdom as tlie rare wiue is 

Thicicened with honey ; and ye sons of these 

Who in the glad thiclc streets go up and down 

For pastime or grave traflic or mere chance ; 

And aU fair women having rings of gold 

On bacds or hair ; and chiefest over these 

I name you, daughters of this man the icing, 

Who dipping deep smooth pitchers of pure brass 

Under the bubbled wells, till each rouud lip 

Stooped with loose gurgle of waters incoming, 

Found me an old sick woman, lamed and lean, 

Beside a growth of buiided olive-boughs 

Whence multiplied thick song of thick - plumed 

throats — 
Also wet tears filled up my hollow hands 
By reason of my crying into them — 
And pitied me ; for as cold water ran 
And washed the pitchers full from lip to lip. 
So washed both eyes tail the strong salt of tears. 
And ye put water to my month, made sweet 
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"With brown hill-berries ; so in time I spoke 

And gathered my loose knees from under me 

Moreover m die broad fair balls this mouth 

Have I found space and bonntifgl abode 

To please me. I Demeter speak of this, 

Who am the mother and the mate of things ; 

For as ill men by drugs or sin^ng words 

Shut the doors mwai-d of the narrowed womb 

Like a lock bolted with round iron through, 

Thus I shut up the body and sweet mouth 

Of all soft pasture and the lender land, 

So that no seed can enter in by it 

Though one sow thickly, nor some grain get out 

Past the hard clods men cleave and bite with steel 

To widen the sealed lips of them for use. 

Mone of you is there in the peopled street 

But knows how all the dry-drawn furrows ache 

With no green spot made count of in the black ; 

How the wind finds no comfortable grass 

Nor is assuaged with bud nor breath of herbs ; 

And in hot autumn when ye house tlie stacks, 

All fields are helpless in the sua, all ti-ees 

Stand as a man stripped out of all but skin. 

Nevertheless ye sick have help to get 

By means and stablished ordinance of God; 

For God is wiser than a good (nan is. 

But never shall new grass be sweet in earth 

Till I get righted of my wound and wrong 

By changing counsel of ill-minded Zeus. 

For of all other gods is none save me 
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282 AT ELEVSIS. 

Clothed with like power to build and. break tlie year. 

I jaaka the lesser green begin, when spvJng 

Touches not earth but with oae fearful foot ; 

And as a careful ^der with grave art 

Soberly colors and completes the face, 

Mouth, chin, and all, of some sweet work in stone, 

I carve the shapes of grass and tender corn 

And color the ripe edges and long spikes 

With the red increase and the graoe of gold. 

No tradesman in soft wools is cimninger 

To kill the secret of the fat white fleece 

With stains of blue and purple wrought in it. 

Three moons were made and three moons burnt awuy 

"While I held journey hither out of Crete 

Comfortless, tended hy grave Hecate 

Whom my wound stung witli double iron point ; 

For all my face was like a cloth wrung out 

With close and weeping wrinkles, and both lids 

Sodden with salt continuance of toars. 

For Hades and the sidelong will of Zeus 

And that lame wisdom that has wi'ithen feet, 

Cunning, begotten in the bed of Shame, 

These three took evil will at me, and made 

Such counsel tliat when time got wing to fly 

This Hades out of summer and low fields 

Forced the bright hody of Persephone : 

Out of pure grass, where she lying down, red flowers 

Made their sharp little sliadowa on her sides, 

Pale heat, pale color on pale maiden flesli — 

And chill water slid over lier reddening feet, 
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Killing the throbs m their soft hlood ; i.nd liirds. 
Perched next her elbow aud pecking at her hair. 
Stretched their necks more to see her than even 

sing. 
A sharp thing is it I have need to say ; 
For Hades holding both white wrists of hers 
Unloosed fie girdle and with knot by knot 
Bound her between his wheels upon the seat, 
Bound her pui'e body, holiest yet and dear 
To me and God as always, clothed about 
"With blossoms loosened as her knees went down, 
Let fall as she let go of this and this 
By tens and twenties, tumbled to her feet. 
White waifs or purple of the pasturage. 
Therefore with only going up aud down 
Mj feet were wasted, and the gracious air, 
To me discomfortable and dun, became 
As weak smoke blowing in the under world. 
And finding in the process of ill days 
What part had Zeus herein, and how as mate 
He coped with Hades, yokefellow in sin, 
I set my lips against the meat of gods 
And draok not neither ate or slept in heaven. 
Nor in the golden greeting of their mouths 
Did ear take note of me, nor eye at all 
Track my feet going in the ways of tliem. 
Like a great tire on some strait slip of land 
Between two washing inlets of wet sea 
That hurna the grass up to each lip of beach 
And strengthens, waxing in the growth of wiud, 
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234 AT ELEUSIS. 

So burnt my souJ in me at heavea and earth, 
Each way a ruin and a hungry plague, 
Visible evil ; nor could any night 
Put cool between mine eyelids, nor the sun 
With competence of gold fill out my want. 
Tea so lay flame burnt up the grass and stones, 
Shone to the salt-whitfi edges of thin sea, 
Distempered all the gracious work, and made 
Sick change, aiKeasonable increase of days 
And scant avail of seasons ; for by this 
The fair gods faint in hollow heaven ; there comi 
No taste of burnings of the twofold fat 
To leave their palates smooth, nor in their lips 
Soft rings of smoke and weak scent wandering ; 
All cattle waste and rot, and their ill smell 
Grows alway from the. lank imsavory flesh 
That no man slays for offering; the sea 
And waters moved between the heath and com 
Preserve the people of fin-twinkling flsh, 
And river-flies feed thick upon tlie smooth ; 
But all eartJi over is no man or bird 
(Except the sweet race of the kingfisher) 
That lacks not and is wearied with much loss. 
Meantime the purple inward of ih& house 
Was softened with all grace of scent and sound 
In ear and nostril perfecting my praise ; 
Faint grape-flowers and cloven honey-cake 
And the jnst grain with dnes of the shed salt 
Made me content : yet my hand loosened not 
Its gripe upon your harvest all year long. 
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AT ELEUSIS. 2S£ 

While I, tlius woman-muffled in waa fleah 

And waste externals of a perished face, 

Preserved the levels of my wrath and love 

PatienUy ruled ; and vfith soft offices 

Cooled the sharp uoona and busied the warm nighta 

In care of this my choice, this child my choice, 

Triptolemus, the king's selected son : 

That this fair yearlong body, which hatli grown 

Strong with strange milk upon the mortal lip 

And nei-ved with half a god, might so increase 

Outside the bulk and the bare scope of man: 

And waxen over large to hold witliin 

Ease breath of yours and this impoverished air, 

I might exalt him past the fiame of stars, 

The limit and waited reach of the great world. 

Therefore my breast made common to his mouth 

Immortal savors, and the taste whereat 

Twice their hard life strmns out the colored veins 

And twice its bi-ain confirms the narrow shell. 

Also at night, unwinding cloth from cloth 

As who unhusks an almond to the white 

And pastures curiously the purer taste, 

I baa«d the gracious limba and the soft feet, 

Uns waddled the weak hands, and in mid ash 

Laid the sweet flesh of either feeble side, 

More tender for impressure of some touch 

Than was to any pen ; and lit around 

Fire, and made crawl the white worm-shapen flame, 

And leap in little angers spark by spark 

At head at once and feet ; and the f^ut hair 
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236 AT ELEU3IS. 

Hissed with rare sprinkles in the closer curl, 

And like scaled oarage of a keen thin flsli 

In. sea-water, so in' puce fire his feet 

Struck out, and the flame bit not in his fiesli, 

But lite a kiss it curled his Ep, anii heat 

Fluttered hia eyelids ; so each night I blew 

The hot ash red to purge him to full god. 

Ill is it when fear hungers in the soul 

For painful food, and chokes thereou, being fed ; 

And ill slant eyes interpret the straight eun, 

But in their scope its white is wried to black : 

By the queen Metaneira mean I this ; 

For with sick wrath upon her lips and heart, 

Narrowing with fear the apleen&l passages, 

She thought to thread this web's fine ravel out, 

Nor leave her shuttle spJit in combing it ; 

Therefore she stole on us, and with hard sight 

Peered, and stooped close ; fhea with pale open month 

Ab the lire smote her in the eyes between 

Cried, and the child's laugh sharply shortening 

As fire doth under rain, fell off; the flame 

Writhed once aU through and died, and in thick dark 

Tears fell from mine on the child's weeping eyes, 

Eyes dispossessed of strong inheritance 

And mortal fallen anew. Who not the less 

From bad of beard to pale-gray flower of hair 

Shall wax -vinewiae to a lordly vine, whose grapes 

Bleed the red heavy blood of swoin soft wine, 

Subtle with sharp leaves' intricacy, until 

Full of white years and blossom of hoary days 
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AT El.;USIS. 237 

1 take liim perfected ; for wliose one sake 

I am thus gracious to ti.6 least wlio stands 

Filleted with, white wool and gii't upon 

As he whose prayer endures upon the lip 

And falls not waste : wherefore let sacrifice 

Burn and run red in all the wider ways ; 

Seeing I have sworn by the pale temples' hand 

And poppied hair of gold Persephone 

Sad-treased and pleached low down about her brows, 

And by the sorrow in her lips, and death 

Her dumb and mournful-mouthed minister, 

My word for yon is eased of its harsh weight 

And doubled with soft promise ; and your king 

TriptolemuB, this Celeua dead and swathed 

Purple and pale for golden burial, 

Shall be your helper in my seryices, 

Dividing earth and reaping fruits thereof 

In fields where wait, well-girt, wen-wreathen, all 

The heavy-handed seasons all year through ; 

Saving the choice of warm spear-headed grain, 

And stooping sharp to the slant-sided share 

All beasts that furrow the remeasured land 

With their bowed necks of burden equable. 
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AUGUST. 

There were four apples on the bough, 
Half gold, half rod, that one might know 
The blood was ripe inside the core ; 
The color of the leaves was more 
Like stems of yeilow corn that grow 
Through all the gold June meadow's floor. 

The warm smell of the fruit was good 
To feed on, and the split green wood, 
With all i\» bearded lips and stains 
Of mosses in the cloven veins, 
Most pleasant, if one lay or stood 
In sunshine or in happy rains. 

There were four apples on the tree, 
Red stained through gold, that all might see 
The sun went warm from core fo rind ; 
The green leaves made the summer bUnd 
In that soft place they kept for me 
With golden apples shut behind. 

The leaves caught gold across the sun. 
And where the bluest air begun, 
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Thirsted for song to help the heat j 
Aa I to feel my lady's feet 
Draw close hefore the day were done j 
Both lips grew dry with dreams of it. 

In the mute Augnst afternoon 
They trembled to some undertime 
Of music in the silver air ; 
Great pleasure was it to be there 
Till green turned duskier and the moon 
Colored the com-sheaves like gold hair. 

That August time it was delight 

To watch the red moons wane to white 

'Twjxt.gray seamed stems of apple-ti-eea i 

A sense of heavy harmonies 

Grew on a growth of patient night, 

More Bweet than shapen music is. 

But some three hours before the moon 
The air, still eager from the noon, 
Flagged after heat, not wholly dead ; 
Against the stem. I leant my head ; 
The color soothed me like a tune, 
Green leaves all round the gold and red. 

I lay there till the warm smell grew 
More sharp, when flecks of yellow dew- 
Between the round ripe leaves had blurred 
The rind with stain and wet ; I heard 
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A wind that blew and breathed and blew. 
Too weak to alter its one word. 

The wet leaves nest the gentle fruit 
Felt smoother, and the brown tree-root 
Felt the mold warmer : I too felt 
(As water feels the s!ow gold melt 
Eiglit through it when tie day burns mnf« 
The peace of tioie'wLerein love dwelt. 

There were four apples on the tree, 
Groid stained on red that all might see 
The sweet blood filled them to the core i 
The color of her hair is more 
Like steins of fair faint gold, that be 
Mown from the harvest's middle floor 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL.* 

Three damsels in the queen's chamber, 
The queen's mouth was most fair ; 
She spake a word of God's mother 
As the combs went in her hair. 
Mary that is of might, 
Bring us to thy Son's sight. 

They held the geld comba out from her, 

A span's length off her head ; 
She sang this song of God's mother 
And of her bearing-bed. 

Mary most full of gra^e. 
Bring us to thy Son's £ice. 

When she sat at Joseph's hand, 

She looked against her side ; 
And either way from the short silk band 
Her girdle was all wried. 
Mary that all good may 
Bring ua to thy Son's way. 

Mary had three women for her bed, 
The twain were maidens cleaa ; 

1 .Sngseatad by a. drawing of Mr. D. G. RoM«,'», 
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i A CJimSTMAS CABOL. 

The first of them had wMte and rei. 
The third had riven green. 
Mary that ie so sweet, 
Bring us to tliy Son's feet- 
She had tJiree women for her liair, 

Tvvo were gloved soft and shod ; 
The third had feet and fingers bare 
Rhe was the likest God. 

llary that wieldeth land, 
Bring us to thy Son's hand. 

She had three women for her ease, 
The twain were good women ; 
The first two were the two Maries, 
The third was Magdalen, 
Mary that perfect is, 
Bring U3 to thy Son's kiss. 

Joseph had three workmen in his stall. 

To serve Iiim well npon ; 
The first of them were Peter and Paul, 
The third of them was John. 
Mary, Giod's handmaiden, 
Bring na to thy Son's ken. 

" If yoor child he none other man'a. 

But if it be very mine. 
The bedstead shall be gold two spans, 

The bedfoot silver fine." 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 21 

Mary tliat made God mirth, 
Bring lis to thy Son's birth. 

If the child be some other man's, 

And if it be none of mine. 

The manger shall be straw two spans, 

Betwizen kine and kine," 

Mary that made sin cease. 
Bring us to tliy Son's peace. 

Clirist was born upon this wise, 

It fell on such a night. 

Neither with sounds of psalteries, 

Nor with iire for ligkt. 

Mary that is God's spouse, 
Bring us to thy Son's house. 

The star came out upon the east 

With a great sound and sweet : 
Kings gave gold to make him feast 
And myrrh for him. to eat. 
Mary, of thy sweet mood, 
Bring us to thy Son's good. 

He had two handmaids at his head. 

One handmaid a,t Ms feet ; 
The twiun of them were lair and red, 
The third one was right sweet. 
Mary that is most wise, 
Bring us to thy Son's eyes. Amen. 
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THE JIASQUE OF QUEEN BERSABE. 

A MIEACLE-PLAY. 

Knights nniae, all that be in hall, 
I have a counsel to jou all, 
Because of this thing God lets fall 

Among us for a sign. 
For Bome days hence as I did eat 
From kingly dishes my good meat, 
There flew a bird between my feet 

As red as any wine. 
This bird had a long bill of red, 
And a gold ring above his head ; 
Long time he sat and nothing said, 
Put Bofdy down his neck and fed 

From the gUt patens fine : 
And as I marveled, at. the last 
He shut, his two keen eyen fast, 
And suddenly woxe big and brast 

Ere one should teU to nine. 



Sir, note this ^at I will say ; 

That Lord who malseth corn with hay 
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TEE MASQUE IF QUEEN BER8ABE. 



And morrows each of yesterday, 
He hath you in his liand. 



m {Paganas qwilam). 

By Satan I hold no such thing ; 
For i£ wine swell within a kiug 
Whose ears for drink are hot and ring, 
The same shall dream of wine-hibhing 
Whilst he can lie or stand. 

QUBEH BKRBABB. 

Peace now, lords, for Godis head. 
Ye chirk as starlings that be fed 
And gape 43 fishes newly dead ; 
The devil put your bones to bed. 
Lb, this is all to say. 



By Mahound, lords, I have good will 
This devil's bird to wring and spill ; 
For now meaeems our game goes ill, 
Te taVe scant hearts to play. 



Lo, sii's, this word is there said. 
That Urias the knight is dead 
Through some ill crail ; by Poulis head, 
I doubt hie blood hath made so red 
This bird that flew from the queen's bed 
Whereof ye have such fear. 
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216 THE MASQ.UE OF QUEEN BERSABK 

Tea, my good knave, and is it said 
That I can raise men from tlie dead ? 
By God I think to have his head 
Who saith words of my ladj's bed 
For any thief to hear. 
Et percvtiat eum in eapite. 

I w!3 men shall spit at me, 
And say, it were but right for thee 
That one should hang thee on a tree s 
Ho! it were a fair thing to see 
The big stones bruise her false body ; 
Fie ! who shall see her dead ? 



J rede you have no fear of this. 
For as ye wot, the first good kiss 
1 had must be the last of his ; 
Now are ye queen of mine, I wis. 
And lady of a house that is 

Full rich of meat and bread. 



I bid you make good cheer to be 
So fair a queen as all men see. 
And hold us for yotir lieges free ; 
By Peter's soul that hath the key, 
Ye have good hap of it. 
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I would that he were hanged and dead 
Who hath no joy to see your head 
With gold ahout it, haired on red ; 
1 hold him as a sow of lead 
That is so scant of wit. 

IWicJical 'StJtUk.s propheta,. 

O king, I have ft word to thee ; 
The child ihat is in Bersabe 
Shall neither without light to see ; 
This word is come of God by me 

For sin tliat ye have done. 
Because herein ye did not right, 
To take the fair one lamb to smite 
That was of Unas the knight ; 

Ye wist he had but one. 
JTulI many sheep I wot ye had, 
And many women, when ye bade, 
To do your will and keep you glad ; 
And a good crown ai)out your head 

With gold to show thereon. 
This TJrias had one poor house 
With low-barred 'latoim shot- windows 
And scant of com to fill a mouse ; 
And rusty basnets for his brows. 

To wear them- to the bone. 
Tea the roofs also, as men sain, 
Were thin to hold against the rain ; 
Therefore what rushes were there lain 
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Grew wet withouten foot of men ; 
The staucheons were all gone in twain 

As sick man's flesh is gone. 
Natbless he hiwi great joy to see 
The long hair of this Bersabe 
Fall round her lap and round her knee 
Even to her small soft feet, that be 
Shod now with crimson royally 

And coYOi-ed with clean gold. 
Likewise great joy he had to kiss 
Her thfoat, where now the scarlet is 
Against her Uttle chin, I wis, 

That then wtis hut cold. 
No scarlet then her kirtle had 
And little gold about it sprad ; 
But her red mouth was always glad 
To kiss, alheit the eyes wore sad 

With love they had to hold. 



How ! old thief, thy wits are lame ; 
To clip such it is no shame ; 
I rede you in the devil's name, 
Te come not here to make men game ; 
By Termagaunt tliat maketh grame, 
I shall to-bete thine head. 
Sic Diabdiis capiat ewm. 
This knave hath sharp fingers, perfay ; 
Mahound you thank and keep alway, 
And give you good knees to pray ; 
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What man hath no lust to play, 

The devil wring his ears, I say ! 

There is no more but wellaway, 

For no^ am I dead. 



Certes his mouth is wried and black, 
Fuil little penee be in his aack ; 
This devil hath him. by the ba«k, 
It is no hoot to lie. 



Sitteth now still and learn of me ; 
A little while and ye shaO see 
The face of God's strength presently; 
All queens made as tliis Bfirsabe, 
All tliat were fair and foul ye he, 
Come hithei- ; it am. I. 
Mi lac (m 



I am the queen Herodias. 

This headband of my temples was 

King Herod's gold band woven nw 
This broken dry staff in my hand 
Was the queen's staff of a great land 

Betwisen Perse and Samarie. 
For that one dancing of my feet, 
The fire is come in my green wheat, 

From one sea to the other sea. 
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I am tlie queen Aliolibah. 

My lips kissed dumb the word of Ah 

Siglied ofl strange lips growu sick thereby, 
Go3 wrought to me my royal bed ; 
The inner work thereof was red, 

The outer work was ivorj'. 
My mouth's beat was the heat of flame 
For lust toward the kings that came 

With horsemen riding royally. 



I am the queen of Ethiope. 
Love bade my kissing eyelids ope 

That men beholding might praise love. 
My hair was wonderful and curled ; 
My lips held fast the mouth o' the world 

To spoil ^e strength and speech thereof 
The Ia,tter triumph in my breath 
Bowed down the beaten brows of death, 

Ashamed they had not wrath enough. 



I am the queen of Tynans. 

My hair was glorious for twelve spans, 

That dried to loose dust afterward. 
My stature was a strong man's length ; 
My neck was like a place of strength 

Built with white walls, even and hard. 
Like the first noise of rain leaves catch 



d^vGoogle 



TEE MASQUE OF QUEEN BESBABE. 



e from another, snatch by snateh, 
Is my praise, hissed against and marred. 



1 am. the queen of Amorites. 
My face was like a place of lights 

With multitudes at festivaL 
The glory of my gracious brows 
Was liie God's house made glorious 

Witii colors upon either wall. 
Between my brows and hair there " 
A wMte space like a space of glass 

■With golden candles over all 



1 am the queen of Amiilek. 
There was no tender touch or tlcck 

To spoil my body or bared feet. 
My words were soft hke dulcimers, 
And the lirst sweet of grape -flowers 

Made each side of my bosom sweet. 
My raiment was as tender fruit 
IVhose rind smells sweet of spice-tree root, 

Bruised balm-blossom and budded wheat. 



I ara the queen Ahinoam. 

Like tlie throat of a sofb slain Iamb 

Was my throat, softer veined than hia: 
Sly lips were as two grapes the aun 
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Lays hjs wliole weight of heat upon, 

Like a. mouth heavy with a kiss : 
My h^r's pure purple a wrought fleece, 
My temples therein aa a piece 

Of a pomegranate's cleaving is. 



I am the queen Sidonian. 

My face made faint the face of man, 

And strength was bound between my brows 
Spikenard was hidden in my ships, 
Honey and wheat and myrrh in strips. 

White wools that shine as color does, 
Soft liaen dyed upon, (he fold. 
Split spice and cores of scented gold. 

Cedar and broken calamus. 



I am the queen Semiramis. 

The whole world and the sea that is 

In fashion like a chrysopras, 
The noise of all men laboring, 
The priest's mouth tired through thanksgiving, 

Tlie sound of love in the blood's pause. 
The strength of love in the blood's beat. 
All these were cast beneatli my feet 

And all found lesser tlian I wafl. 



I am the queen Hesione. 
The seasons that increased h 
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Made my face fairer than rail men's. 
1 Iiad the summer in my hair ; 
And all the paie gold aatumn air 

Was as the habit of my sense. 
My body was as fire that shone ; 
God's beauuy that makes all things one 

Was one among my handmaideiiB. 



I am the queen of Samothvace. 
God, making roses, made my face 

As a rose filled up fuU with red. 
My prows made sharp the straitened seas 
From Pontus to that Chersonese 

Wliereon the ebbed Asian stream is al 
My hair was as sweet ^seent that drips ; 
LoYS's breath begun about my lips 

Kindled the lips of people dead. 



1 am the queen of Scythians. 

My strength was like no strength of man's, 

My face Uke day, my breast lilce spring. 
My fame was felt in the extreme land 
That hath sunshine on the one hand 

And on tlio other star-shining. 
Tea, and the wind there fails of breath ; 
Yea, and there life is waste like death j 

Yea, and there death is a, glad thing. 
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I am the queen of Anakim. 

la the spent years whose speech is dim, 

Wlioae raiment is the duat and death, 
My stately body without stain 
Shone as the shining race of raifi 

Wliose hair a great wiud scattereth. 
Now hath God turned my lipa to sighs, 
Plucked off mine eyelids from mine eyes, 

And sealed with seals my way of breath. 



1 am the queen Araliian. 

The tears wherewith mine eyelids ran 

Smelt like my perfumed eyelids' smell. 
A harsh thirst made my soft moath hard, 
That aclied with kisses afterward ; 

My brain rang lilce a beaten beil. 
As f«ars on eyes, as fire on wood, 
Sin fed upon my breath and blood, 

Sin made my breaists subside and swell. 



I am the queen Pasiphae. 

Not aO the pure clean-colored sea 

Could cleanse oi cool my yearninif veins , 
Nor any root nor herb that grew, 
Flag-leaves that let green water through, 

Nor washing of the dews and raius. 
From shame's pressed core I wnmg the sweet 
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Fniit's savor that was deatli to eat, 
Whereof no seed but dcalli 



1 am the queen of Lesbians. 

My love, that had no pari, in man's. 

Was sweeter than all shape of sweet. 
The intolerable infinite desire 
Made my face pale lite faded fire 

When the ashen pyre falls through n 
My blood was hot wan wine of love, 
And my song's sound the sound thereof, 

The souiid of the delight of it. 



I am the queen of Italy, 

These were the signs God set on me ; 

A barren beauty subtle and sleek. 
Curled carven hair, and cheeks worn wan 
"With fierce false lips of many a man, 

Large temples where tlie blood ran we 
A mouth athirst and amorous 
And himgering as the grave's mouth does, 

That, being au-hungred, cannot speak. 



I am the queen of Persians, 

My breasts were lordlier than bright swans, 

3Iy body as amber fair and thin. 
Strange flesli wan given my lips for bread. 
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With poisonous hours my days were fed, 

And my feet shod with adder-skin. 

In Shushan toward Ecbatane 

I wrought my joys with tears and pain, 

My loves with blood and bitter sia. 



I am the queen of Rephaim. 

God, that some while refi'aincth him, 

Made in the end a spoil of me. 
My rumor was upon the world 
As strong sound of swoln water hurled 

Through porches of the straining 868 
My hair was like the flag-flower. 
And my breasts carven goodlier 

Than beryl with chalcedony. 



I am the queen of Cypriotes. 

Mine oarsmen, laboring with brown throats. 

Sang of me maiiy a tender thing. 
My maidens, ^rdled loose and braced 
With gold from bosom to white waist. 

Praised me between their wool-combiag. 
All that prwse Venus all night long 
With lips like speech and lids like song 

Praised me till song lost heart to sing 



I am the queen Alaciel. 

My mouth was like that moist gold eel! 
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Whereout the thickest Loncy drips. 
Mine eyes were aa & gray-green sea ; 
The amorous blood that smote on me 

Smote to my feet and finger-tips. 
My throat was whiter than the dove, 
Mine eyelids as the seals of love, 

And as the doors of love my lips. 



I am the <;[ueen Erigone. 

The wild wine shed as blood on me 

Made my face brighter than a bride's. 
My large lips had the old thirst of earth, 
Mine arms the might of the old sea's girth 

Bound round the whole world's iron sides. 
Within mine eyes and in mine ears 
Were music and the wine of tears. 

And light, and thunder of the tides. 
_ffi AiC exeant, et dicat Bersabe regina ; 

Alas, God, for thy great pity 
And for the might that is in thee, 
Behold, I woful Bersahe 
Cry out with stoopings of my knee 
And thy wrath laid and bound on me 

Till I may see thy !ove. 
Behold, Lord, this child is grown 
Within me between hone and bone 
To make me mother of a son, 
Made of my body with strong moan ; 
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There sLall not lie anotliei' one 
That shall be made hereof. 



Lord God, alas, what shall I sain ? 
Lo, tlion art as an hundred men 
Both to break and build again : 
The wild ways thou makeat plain. 
Thine hands hold the hail and rain. 
And thy fingers both grape and gram j 
Of their lai^esa we be all well faia, 

And of their great pity ; 
The sun thou madest of good gold, 
Of dean silver the moon coid, 
AH the great stars thou hast told 
As thy cattle in thy fold 
Every one by his name of old ; 
Wind and water thou hast in hold, 

Both the land aud the long sea ; 
Both the green sea and the land. 
Lord God, thou hast in baud. 
Both white water and gray sand ; 
Upon thy right or thy left hand 
There is no man that may stand ; 

Loi'd, thou rue on me. 

wise Lord, if thou be keen 
To note things amiss that-been, 

1 am not worth a shell of bean 

More than au old mare meagre and loan ; 
For all my wrong-doing with my queen. 
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It grew not of our Leartes clean, 

But it begaa of ker body. 
For it fell in the hot May 
I stood withiu a paveu wuy 
Built of fair bright stoue, pei'fay, 
That is as tire of night and day 

And light«th all my house. 
Therein be neither stones nor sticks, 
Neither red nor white bricks, 
But for cubits five or six 
There is most goodly sardonyx 

And amber laid in rows. 
It goes round about my roofs, 
(If ye list ye shall have proofe,) 
There is good space for horse and hoofs. 

Plain and nothing perilous. 
For the itivi green weather's heat, 
And for the smell of leaves sweet, 
It is no marvel, well ye weet, 



This I say now by my case 
That spied forth of that royal place ; 
There I saw in no great apace 
Mine own sweet, both body and fuce. 

Under the fresh boughs. 
Til a water that was there 
She wesshe her goodly body hare 
And dried it with her owen hair ; 
Both her arms and her knees fair. 

Both bosom and brows ; 
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Both ahonlders and eke thiglis 
Hio she wesahe upon this wise ; 
Ever'she sighed with htfle sigha, 

And ever she gave God thank. 
Yea, God wot I can well see yet 
Both her hreast and her aides all wot 
And her long hair withouten let 
Spread sideways like a drawing net ; 
Full dew bought and full far fet 
Was that sweet thing there y-set ; 
It were a hard thing to foi^et 
How botli lips and eyen met, 

Breast and broatli sank. 
So goodly a sight as there she was, 
Lying looking on her glass 
By wan water in green grass, 

Yet saw never man. 
So soft and great she was and bright 
With all her body waxen white, 
I woxe nigh blind to see the light 
Shed out of it to left and right ; 
This bitter sin from that sweet sight 
Between us twain began. 



Now, sir, be merry anon, 
For ye shall have a full wise son. 
Goodly and great of flesh and bone ; 
There shall no king be such an one, 
I swear by Godis rood. 
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Therefore, lord, be. merry here, 
And go to meat withouten fear, 
Attd hoar a mass with goodly cheer ; 
For to a]l folk ye ahall he dear. 
And all folk of your blood. 
JSt tunc dicaat Laudamm. 
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It hath beea seen and yet it shall be aeen 
That out of tender mouths God's praise hath been 
Made perfect, and with wood and simple string 
He hath played music sweet as shawm-playing 
To please himself with softness of all sound ; 
And no small thing but hath been sometime found 
Full sweet of use, and no such humbleness 
But God hath bruised withal the sentences 
And evidence of \vise men witnessing ; 
No leaf that is so soft a hidden thing 
It never shall get sight, of the great sun ; 
The strength of ten has been the strength of one. 
And lowliness has waxed imperious. 

There was in Home a man Theophilus 
Of right great blood and gi-acious ways, that had 
All noble fashions to make people glad 
And a soft life of pleasurable days ; 

Flawless and whole upward from foot to head ; 
Hia arms were a red hawk that alway fed 
On a small bird with feathers gnawed upon, 
Beaten and plucked about the bosom-bone 
Whereby a small round fleck hke fire there mas . 
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They callecl it in tlieir tongue lampadias ; 
This was the banner of the lordly man. 
In many straits of sea and reaches wan 
Full of quick wind, and many a shulien firth. 
It had seen fighting days of either earth, 
Westward or east of waters Gaditane, 
(This was the place of sea-rocks under Spain 
Called after the great praise of Hercules,) 
And north beyond the washing Pontic seas. 
Far windy Russian places fabulous, 
And salt fierce tides of storm-swoln Bosphorus. 

Now as tills lord came straying in Eomo town 
He saw a little lattice open down 
And after it a press of maidens' heads 
That sat upon their cold small quiet beds 
TalkiDg, and played upon sliort-stringed lutes ; 
And other some ground perfume out of roots 
Gathered by marvelous moons in Asia ; 
Saffron and aloes and wild cassia, 
Colored all through and smelling of the sun ; 
And over aU these was a certain one 
Clothed softly, with sweet herbs about her hair 
And bosom flowerful ; her face more fair 
Than sudden-singing April in soft lands : 
Eyed like a gracious bird, and in both hands 
She held a psalter painted green and red. 

This TKeophile laughed at the heart, and swd ! 
Now God so help me hither and St. Paul, 
As hy the new time of their festival 
I have good will to take this maid to wife. 
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Aud herewith fell to fancies of her life 
And soft haJf-thoughts that ended suddenly. 
This is man's guise to please hioLself, when he 
Shall not see one tMng of his pleasant things, 
Nor with outwatch of many travaiEngs 
Come to be eased of the least pain he hath 
For all his love and all his foolish wrath 
And all the heavy manner of his mind. 
Thus is he like a fisher fallen blind 
That casts his nets across the boat awry 
To strike the sea, hut lo, he striketh dry 
And plucks them back all broken for his pain. 
And bites his beard and casts across again, 
And reaching wrong slips over in the sea. 
So hath this man a strangled neck for fee, 
For all his cost he chuckles in his throat. 
This Theophile that little hereof wote 
Ltdd wait to hear of her what she might be : 
Men fold him she had ijame of Dorothy, 
And was a lady of a worthy house. 
Threat this knight grew inly glorious 
That he should have a love so fair of place. 
She was a maiden of most quiet face, 
Tender of speech, and had no hai-dihooci 
But was nigh feeble of her fearful blood ; 
Her mercy in her was so marvelous 
From her least years, that seeing her school -felloWB 
That read beside her stricken with a rod. 
She would cry sore and say some word to God 
That he would ease her fellow of his pain. 
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There is no touch of sun or fallen rain. 
Tliafc ever fell on a more gracious thing. 

In middle Rome there was in stone-working 
The chiirch of Venus painted royally. 
The chapels 3f it were some two or three, 
In each of them her tabernacle was, 
And a wide window of six feet in glass 
Colored with all her works in red and gold. 
The altars had bright cloths aad cups to hold 
The wine of Venus for the services, 
Made out of honey and orusiied wood-berries 
Tliat shed sweet yeDow tirough the thick wet red, 
That on high days was home upon the head 
Of Venus' priest for any man to drink; 
So that in drinking he should fall to think 
On some fair fece, and in the thought thereof 
Worship, and such ghonld triumph in his love, 
for this soft wine that did such grace and good 
Was new trans-ahaped and mixed with love's own 

blood, 
That in the fighting Trojan time was bled; 
For which came such a woe to Diomed 
That he wag stifled after in hard sea. 
And some said that this wine-shedding should be 
Made of the failing of Adonis' blood, 
That curled upon the thorns and broken wood 
And round the gold silk shoes on Venus' feet ; 
The taste thereof was as hot honey sweet, 
And in the mouth ran sofi and riotous. 
This was the holiness of Venus' house. 
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It was their worship, that in August days 
IVelye maidens should go through those Romao woji 
Naked, and having gold across their brows 
And their hair twisted in short golden rows, 
To minister to Venus in this wise : 
And twelve men chosen in their companies 
To match these maidens by the altar-stair. 
All in one habit, crowned npon the hair. 
Among these men was chosen Theophile. 

This knight went out and prayed a little while, 
Holding queen Venus by her hands and knees : 
I will give thee twelve royal images 
Cut in glad gold, with marvels of wrought stone 
For thy sweet priests to lean and pray upon, 
Jasper and hyacinth and chrysopras, 
And the strange Asian thalamit* that was 
Hidden twelve ages under heavy sea 
Among the little sleepy pearls, Ut be 
A shrine lit over with soft candle-flame 
Earning all night red as hot brows of shame. 
So thou wilt be my lady without sin. 
Gioddess that art all gold outside and in, 
Help me to serve thee in thy holy way. 
Thou knowest, I^ove, that in my bearing day 
There shone a laughter in the singing stars 
Round the gold-ceiled bride-bed wherein Mara 
Touched thee and had thee in your kissing wise. 
Now therefore, sweet, kiss thou my maiden's eyes 
That they may open graciously towara me ; 
And this new fashion of thy shrine shall he 
Ab soft with gold as thine own happy head. 
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The goddeaa, that was painted with face red 
Between two long green tumbled sides of sea, 
Stooped her neck sideways, and spake pleasantly : 
Thou ahdt haye grace as thou art thrall of mine. 
And with this came a savor of shed wine 
And plucked-out petals from a rose's head : 
And softly with slow laaghs of lip sh.e said, 
Thon shalt have faYOr all thy days of me. 

Then came Theophilus to Dorothy, 
Saying : sweet, if one should strive or speak 
Against God's ways, he gets a beaten cheek 
For all his wage and shame above all men. 
Therefore I have no will to turn again 
"When God saith " go," lest a worse thing fall out 
Then she, misdoubting lest he went about 
To catch her wits, made answer somewhat Ihna t 
I have no will, my lord Theophilus, 
To speak against this worthy word of yours ; 
Knowing how God's will in all speech endures, 
That save by grace there may no thing be said. 
Then Theophile waxed light from foot to head, 
And softly fell upon this answering : 
It is well seen you are a chosen thing 
To do God service in his gracious way. 
I win that you make haste and holiday 
To go nest year upon the Venus stair, 
Covered none else, but crowned upon your hair. 
And do the service that a maiden doth. 
She said : But I that am Christ's maid were lolh 
To do this thing that hath such bitter name. 
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Thereat his brows were beatea with sore shame, 

And he came off and said no other word. 

Then his eyes chanced upon his haaner-bird, 

And he fell fingering at the staff of it, 

And laughed for wrath ajid stared between his feet. 

And out of a chafed heart he spake as thus : 

Lo how she japes at me Theophilus, 

I'eigning herself a fool and hard to love ; 

Yet in good time for all she boasteth of 

She shall he like a little beaten bird. 

And whUe his mouth was open in that word 

He came upon the house Janiculum, 

Where some went busily, and other some 

Talked in the gate called the gate glorious. 

The emperor, which was one Gabalus, 

Sat over all and drank chill wine alone. 

To whom is come Theophilus anon, 

And said as thus ; Beau sire, Dieu vows aide. 

And afterward sat under him, and said 

All this thing through as ye have wholly heard. 

This Gabalus laughed thickly in his beard. 
Tea, this is righteousness and maiden rule. 
Truly, he said, a maid is but a fool. 
And japed at them as one full villainous. 
In a lewd wise, this heathen Gabalus, 
And sent his men to hind her as he bade. 
Thus have they taken Dorothy the maid, 
And haled her forth as men hale pick-purses : 
A little need God knows they had of this, 
To hale her by her maiden gentle hair. 
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Thiis went she lowly, making a soft, prayer, 
As one who stays the sweet wine in his moulli, 
Murmuring with eased lips, and is most lotli 
To have done wholly with the sweet of it, 

Christ ting, fair Christ, that knowest all men's wil 
And all the feeble fashion of my ways, 

perfect God, that from all yesterdays 
Abidest whole with morrows perfected, 

1 pray thee by thy mother's holy head 
Thou help me to do right, that I not slip 

I have no speech nor strength upon my Up, 
Except thou help me who art wise and sweet. 
Do this too for those nails that clove thy feet, 
Let me die maiden after many pains. 
Though I be least among thy handmaidens. 
Doubtless I shall take death more sweetly thus. 

Now have they brought her to King Gabalus, 
Who Janghed in all his throat some breathing- whiles 
By God, he said, if one should leap two miles, 
He were not pained about the sides so much. 
This were a soft thing for a mao to touch. 
Shall one so chafe that hath such little bones ? 
And shook his throat with thick and chuckled moana 
For laughter that she had such holiness. 
What aileth thee, wilt thou do services ? 
It were good fare to fare as Venus doth. 

Then said thb lady with her maiden moulli, 
Shamefaced, and something paler in the cheek : 
Now, sir, albeit my wit and will to speak 
Give me no grace in sight of worthy men, 
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For all iQy shame yet know I this again, 
I may not apeak, nor after downlying 
Bise up to take delight in lute-playing, 
Nor sing nor sleep, aor sit and fold my hands 
But my soul in some measure understands 
God's grac« laid like a garment over me. 
For this fair God that out of strong sharp sea 
Lifted the shapely and green-colored land, 
And hath the weight of heaven in his hand 
As one might hold a bird, and under him 
The heavy golden planets beam by beam 
Bailding the feas ting-chambers of his house, 
And tie large world he holdeth with his brows, 
And with the light of them astonisheth 
All place and time and £ice of life and death 
And motion of the north wind and the south, 
And is the sound within his angel's niouth 
Or singing words and words of thanksgiving. 
And is the color of the latter spring 
And heat upon the summer and the sun. 
And is beginning of all things begun 
And gathera in him all things fo their end, 
'And with the fingers of his hand doth bend 
The stretched-ont sides of heaven like a sail, 
And with his breath he maketh the red pale 
And fills with blood faint faces of men dead, 
And with the sound between his lips are fed 
Iron and fire and the wiute body of snow, 
And blossom of all trees in places low. 
And small bright herbs about the little hills, 
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And fruit pricked softly with, birds' tender billa, 
And iiight of foam about green fielda of sea, 
And fourfold strength of the great winds that be 
Moved always outward from beneath his feet 
And growth of grass and growth- of sheaved wlieatj 
And all green flower of goodly growing lands ; 
And all these things he gathers with his hands 
And covers all their beauty with his wings ; 
The same, even G!od that governs all these things, 
Hath set my feet to be upon his ways. 
Now therefore for no painfulness of days 
I Bhall put off this service "bound on me. 
Also, fair sir, ye know this certainly. 
How God was in his flesh full chaste and meek 
And gave his fitce to shame, and either cheek 
Gave up to smiting of men tj'rannous. 

And here with a great voice this Gabalus 
Cried out and said ; By God's blood and bis boi-SB, 
This were good gailie betwixen night and nones 
For one to Bit and hearken to such saws : 
I were as lief fell in some big beast's jaws 
As hear these women's jaw-teeth chatterijig ; 
By God a woman is the harder thing. 
One may not put a>hook into her mouth. 
Now by St. Luke I am so sore adroutli 
For all these saws I must needs drink again. 
But I pray God deliver aJl us men 
From all such noise of women and their heaL 
That is a noble scripture, well I weet, 
That likens women to an empty can ; 
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When God said tliat he was a full wise man. 
1 trow no man may blame him as for that. 

And herewitbaJ he drank a draught, and spat, 
Ami said ; Now shall I make an end hereof. 
Come near all men and hearken for God's love, 
And ye shall hear a jest or twain, God wot. 
And spake as thus with mouth foil thick and hot ; 
But thou do this thon shalt be shortly slain. 
Lo, sir, she said, this death and all this pain 
I take in penance of my bitf«r sins. 
Yea, now, quoth Gabalus, tliis game begins. 
Lo, without sin one shall not live a span. 
Lo, this IS she that would not look on man 
Between her fingers folded in thwart wise. 
See how her shame liath smitten in her eyes 
That was so dean she had not heard of shame. 
Certes, he said, by Gabalus my name, 
This two years back I was not so well pleased. 
This were good mirth for sick men to be eased 
And rise up whole and laugh at hearing of. 
I pray thee show us something of thy love. 
Since thou wast maid thy gown is waxen wide. 
Tea, maid I am, she sxid, and somewhat sighed. 
As one who thought upon the low fair house 
Whore she sat workmg, with soft bended brows 
"Watching her threads among the school- maidens. 
And she thought well now God had brought I 

thence 
She should not come to sew her gold again. 

Then cried King Gabalus upon his men 
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To have hor forth and draw her with steel gins. 
And as a man hag-ridden beats and grins 
And bends his body sidelong in his bed. 
So wagged he with his body aad knave's hea^J, 
Gaping at her, and blowing with his breath. 
And in good. t;me he gat an evil death 
Out of his lewdness iWith his cursed wives : 
His bones were hewn asunder as with knives 
For his misliving, certes it is said. 
But all the evil wrought upon this maid, 
It were full hard for one to handle it. 
For her soft blood was shed upon her feet, 
And all her body's color bruised and faint. 
But she, as one abiding Giod's great s^nt, 
Spake not nor wept for all this travail hard. 
Wherefore the king commanded after wai'd 
To slay her presently in all men's sight. 
And it was now an hour upon the night 
And winter-time, and a few stars began. 
The weather was yet feeble and all wan 
For beating of a weighty wind and snow. 
And she came walking in soft wise and alow, 
And many men with faces piteous. 
Then came this heavy cursing Gabaius, 
That swore full hard into his drunken beard ; 
And iidntly after without any woi-d 
Came Theophile some paces oiF the king. 
And in the middle of this wayfaring 
Full tenderly beholding her he said : 

There is no word of comfort with men dead, 
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Nor any face and color of things sweet ; 
But always with lean cheeks and lifted feet 
Those dead men lie all aching to the blood 
"With bitter cold, their brows witiouten hood 
BeatiQg for chill, their bodies swathed full thiD 
Alas, what hire shall any have herein 
To ^ve his life and get such bitterness t 
Also the soul going forth bodiless 
Is hurt with naked cold, and no man saith 
If there be house or covering for death 
To hide the soul that is discomforted. 

Then she beholding him a little said ; 
Alas, fair lord, ye have no wit of this ; 
For on one aide death is fuU poor of bliss 
And as ye say fiill sharp of bone and lean : 
But on the other side is good and green 
And hath soft flower of tender-colored hair 
Grown on bis head, and a red mouth as fair 
As may be kissed with lips ; thereto his fece 
Is as God's face, and in a perfect place 
Full of all sun and color of straight boughs 
And waterheads about a painted house 
That hath a mile of flowers either way 
Outward from it, and blossom-grass of May 
Thickening on many a side for length of heat, 
Hath God set death upon a noble scat 
Covered with green and flowered in the fold. 
In likeness of a great king grown full old 
And gentle with new temperance of blood ; 
And on his brows a purfled purple hood. 
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Tliey may not carry ajty golden tMiig ; 
And plays some tune with sulttle fingering 
On a, Email dthem, full of tears and sleep 
And heayy pleasure that is quick to weep 
And sorrow with the honey in her mouth ; 
And for this might of music that he doth 
Are all souls drawn toward him with great love, 
And weep for sweetness of the noise thereof 
And bow to him with worship of their knees ; 
And all the field is thick with companies 
Of fair-clothed men that play on shawms and lutes 
And gather honey of the yellow fruits 
Between the hranches waxen soft and wide : 
And all this peace endures in either side 
Of the green land, and God heholdeth all. 
And this is girdled with a round fair wall 
Made of red stone and cool with heavy leaves 
Grown out against it, and green blossom cleaves 
To the green chinks, and lesser wall-weed sweet, 
Eiasing the crannies that are split with heat, 
And branches where the summer draws to head. 

And Theophile burnt in the cheek, and said : 
Tea, could one see it, this were marvelous. 
I pray you, at your coming to this house, 
Give me some leaf of all those tree-branches ; 
Seeing how so sharp and white our weather is, 
There is no green nor gracious red to see. 

Yea, sir, she said, that shall I certainly. 
And from her long sweet throat without a fleck 
Undid the gold, and through her stretched-out neck 
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The cnlii ase clove, and smote away her head. 
Out of her throat the t«nder blood full red 
Fell suddenly through all her long soft hair. 
And with good speed for hardness of the air 
Each mau departed to bis bouse again. 

Lo, as fair color in the face of men 
At seed-lime of tbeir blood, or in such wise 
As a thing seen increaseth in men's eyes, 
Caaght fii'st &r off by sickly fits of sight — 
So a word s^d, if one shall hear aright, 
Abides against the season of its growth. 
T\as Theophile went slowly as one doth 
That is not sure for sickness of his feet ; 
And counting the white stonework of the street, 
Teaxs fell out of his eyes for wrath and love, 
Making bun weep more for the shame thereof 
Than for true pain : so went ]ie half a mile. 
And women mocked him, saying ; Tlieophile, 
Lo, she is dead ; what shall a woman have 
That loveth such an one ? so Christ me save, 
I were as lief to love a man new-hung. 
Surely this man has bitten on his tongue, 
This makes him sad and writhled in his ftiee. 

And when they came upon the {>aven place 
That was called sometime the place amorous, 
There came a child before Theophilua 
Bearing a basket, and said suddenly : 
Fair sir, tliis is my mistress Dorothy 
That Kends you gifts ; and with this he was gone. 
In all this eartli there is not such an one 
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For color and straight stature made so fair. 
The tender growing gold of hjs pure hair 
"Was as wheat growing, and his mouth as flame. 
God called him Holy after his own name ; 
"With gold cloth like fire burning he was clad. 
But for the fair green basket that he had, 
It was filled up with heavy white and red ; 
Great roses stained still where the first rose bled. 
Burning at heart for shame their heart withholds ; 
And the sad color of strong marigolds 
That have the sun to kiss their lips for love ; 
The flower that Venus' hair is woven of. 
The color of fair apples in the sun, 
Late peaches gathered when the heat waa done 
And the slain air got breath ; and after these 
The fair faiat-headed poppies drunk with ease. 
And heaviness of hollow lilies red. 

Then cried they all that saw tbese things, and sn 
It was God's doing, and was marvelous. 
And in brief while this knight Theophilus 
Is waxen full of fswth, and witnesseth 
Before the king of God and love and death, 
For which the king bade bang him presently. 
A gallows of a goodly piece of tree 
This Gabalus hath made to hang him. on. 
Forth of this world lo Theophile is gone 
With a wried neck : God give us better fare 
Than his that hath a twisted tliroat to wear ; 
But truly for Ms love God hath him brought 
There where his heavy body grieves liim naught, 
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Nor all tkc people plucking at his feet ; 
But in his face bis lady's face is sweet, 
And througli his lips her kissing lipa are gone 
God send him peace, and joy of such au one. 

This is the story of St. Dorotliy. 
I will you of your mercy pray for me 
Because I wrote these sayings for your grace, 
That I may one day see her in the face. 
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(FROH BOCCACCIO.) 

1 WILL that if I say a heavy thing 

Your tongues forgive me ; seeijig ye know that spring 

Has flecks and fits of pain to keep her sweet, 

And walks somewhile with winter-bitten feet. 

Moreover it souads often well to let 

One string, when ye play music, keep at fret 

The whole song through. ; one petal that is dead 

Confirms the roses, be they white or red ; 

Dead sorrow is not sorrowful to hear 

As the thick noise tiiat breaks 'mid weeping were ; 

The sick sound aching in a lifted throat 

Turns to sharp silver of a perfect note ; 

And though the rain falls often, and with r^ 

Late autumn falls on the old red leaves like pain, 

1 deem that God is not disquieted. 

Also while men are fed with wine and bread, 

They shall be fed with sorrow at his hand. 

There grew a rose-garden in. Florence land 
More fair than many ; all red aninmers through 
The leaves smelt sweet and sharp of raia, aad blew 
Sideways with, tender wind ; and therein fell 
Sweet sound wherewith the green wased audible, 
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As a bird's will to sing disturbed Kis throat, 
And set tbe sharp wjngs forward like a boat 
Pushed through soft water, moving hia brown side 
Smooth-shapeu as a maid's, and shook with pride 
His deep warm bosom, till the beavy sun's 
Set face of heat stopped all the songs at once. 
The ways were clean (o walk and delicate ; 
And when the windy white of March grew late, 
Before the trees took heart to face tbe sun 
With raveled rMment'of lean winter on, 
I'he roots were thick and hot with hollow grass. 

Some roods away a lordly house there was. 
Cool with broad courts and latticed passage wet 
From rush-flowers and lilies ripe to set. 
Sown close among the strowiugs of the floor ; 
And either wall of the slow corridor 
Was dim with deep device of gracious things ; 
Some angel's steady mouth and weight of wings 
Shut to the side ; or Peter with straight stole 
And beard cut black against the aureole 
That spanned his head from nape to crown ; thereby 
Mary's gold hair, thick to the ^cdle-iie 
Wherein was bound a child with tender feet ; 
Or the broad cross with blood uigh brown on it. 

Within this house a righteous lord abode, 
Ser ATerardo ; patient of his mood. 
And just of judgment ; aud to child he had 
A maid so sweet that her mere sight made glad 
Men sorrowing, and unbound the brows of hate ; 
And where she came, the lipa that pain made strait 
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"Waxed warm and wide, and from untendiir grew 
Tender as those that sleep bringa patience to. 
Such long loclcs had she, that with knee to chin 
She might Iiave wrapped and warmed her feet there- 
Eight seldom fell her face on weeping wise ; 
Gold hair she had, and golden-colored eyes, 
Filled with clear light and fire and large repose 
Like a iair hound's ; no man there is but knows 
Her face waa white, and thereto she was tall ; 
In no wise lacked there any praise at all 
To her most perfect and pure maidenhood ; 
No sin I think there was in all her blood. 

She, where a gold grate shut the roses in, 
Dwelt daily through deep summer weeks, through 

Flushed hours of rain upon the leaves ; and there 
Love made him room and space to worship lier 
With tender worship of bowed knees, and wrought 
Such pleasure as the pained sense palates not 
For weariness, but at one taste undoes 
The heart of its strong sweet, is ravenous 
Of all the hidden honey ; words and sense 
Fail through the tune's imperious prevalence. 

In a poor house this lover kept apart, 
Long communing with patience next his heart 
If love of Ms might move that face at all, 
Tuned evenwise with colors musical ; 
Then after length of days he said thus : " Love, 
For love's own sake and for the love thereof 
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let no harsh words untune your gracious mood ; 
For good it were, if any thing be good, 
To comfort me in this pain's plague of mine ; 
Seeing thas, how neither sleep nor bread nor wine 
le, yea no thing tliat is 
Be ; only I know this, 
Love's ways are sharp for palms of piteous feet 
To travel, but the end of such is sweet ; 
Now do witli me as seemeth you the best." 
She mused a litfle, as one holds his gnest 
By the hand musing, with her face home down. 
Then swd : " Tea, though such bitter seed be sowi 
Have no more care of all that jou have said ; 
Since if there is no sleep will bind your head, 
Lo, I am fain to help you certainly ; 
Christ knoweth, sir, if I would have you die ; 
There is no pleasure when a man is dead." 
Thereat Le kissed her hands and yeUow head 
And cEpped her fair long body many times ; 
I have no wit to shape in written rhymes 
A scanted tithe of this great joy they had. 

They were too near love's secret to be g)ad ; 
As whoso deems the core will surely melt 
Frona the warm fruit his lips caress, hath felt 
Some bitter kernel where the teeth shut hard ; 
Or as sweet music sharpens afterward. 
Being half disrelished both for sharp and sweet ; 
As sea-water, having killed over-heat 
In a man's body, chills it with faint ache ; 
So their sense, biu'4eued only for love'B sake, 
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Failed for pure love ; yet so time served tlieb wit, 
They saved each day some gold i-eserves of it, 
Being wiser in love's ridcile than such be 
Whom fragments feed with his chance charity. 
All things felt sweet were felt sweet overmuch ; 
The rose-thorn's prickle dangerous to touch, 
And flecks of fire in the thin leaf-shadows ; 
Too keen the breathed honey of the rose, 
Its red too harsh a weight on feasted eyes ; 
They vrere so far gone in love's histories, 
Beyond all shapo and color and mere breath. 
Where pleasure has for kinsfolk sleep and death, 
And strength of soul and body waxen blind 
For weariness, and flesh entoiled with mind, 
When the keen edge of sense foretasteth siii. 

Even this green place the summer caught them in 
Seemed half deflowered and sick with beaten leavei 
la their strayed eyes ; these gold flower-fumed eves 
Burnt out to make the sun's love-ofPering, 
The midnoon's prayer, the rose's, thanksgiving. 
The trees' weight burdening the strengtliless air. 
The shape of her stilled eyes, her colored hair, 
Her body's balance from the moving feet — 
All this, found fair, lacked yet one grain of sweet 
It had some warm weeks back : so perisheth 
On May's new lip the tender April breath : 
So those same walks the wind sowed lilies in 
All April through, and all their latter kin 
Of languid leaves whereon the autumn blows — ■ 
The dead red raiment of the last year's rose — 
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The last year's laurel, and the last year's loyo, 
Fade, aitd grow things that death grows weary of. 

What man will gather in red summer-lime 
The fruit of some obscure and hoary rhyme 
Heard last midwinter, taste the heart in it. 
Mould the smooth semitones afresi, refit 
The fair limbs ruined, flush the dead blood tlu-ough 
With color, make all broken beauties new 
For love's new lossou — shall not such find pain 
When tho marred music laboring in Ms brain 
Frets him with sweet sharp fragments, and lets slip 
One word that might leave satisfied his lip — 
One touch that might put fire in all the chords ? 
This was her pain : to miss from all sweet words 
Some taste of sound, diverse and delicate — 
Some speech the old lore found out to compensate 
For seasons of shut lips and drowsiness — 
Some grace, some word the old love found out to blesa 
Passionless months and undelighted weeks. 
The flowers had lost their summer-scented cheeks. 
Their lips were no more sweet than daily breath : 
The year was plagued with instances of death. 

So foil it, these were sitting in cool grass 
With leaves about, and many a bird there was 
Where the green shadow thickliest impleached 
Soft fruit and writhen spray and blossom bleached 
Dry in the sun or washed with rains to white : 
Her girdle was pure silk, the bosom bright 
With purple as purple water and gold wrought in. 
One branch had touched with dusk her IJps and chiiij 
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Made riolet of the throat, afaaahed with shaiie 

The breast's bright plaited work: but nothing ftayed 

Hie sun's large kiss on the luKurious hair. 

Her beauty was sew color to the air 

And music U} the silent many birds. 

Love was an-hungered. for some perfect words 

To praise her with ; hut only her low name, 

" Aadrevuola," came thrice, and thrice put shanie 

In her clear cheek, so fruitful with new red 

That foB pure love straightway shame's self was dead. 

Then with lids gathered as who late had wept 
She began saying : " 1 have so little slept 
My lids drowse now against the very sun ; 
Tea, the brain aching with a dream begun 
Beats like a fitful blood ; kiss but both brows, 
And you shall pluck my thoughts grown dangerous 
Almost away." He said thus, kissing tliem : 
" O sole Bweet thing that God is glad to name. 
My one gold ^ft, if dreams be sharp and sore 
Shall not the waking time increase much more 
With taste and sound, sweet eyesiglit or sweet scent I 
Has any heat too hard and insolent 
Burnt bare the tender married leaves, undone 
The maiden grass shut under from the sun ? 
Where in this world is room enough for pain ? " 

The feverish finger of love had touched again 
Her lips with happier blood ; the pain lay meek 
In her feir face, nor altered lip nor cheek 
Tfith pallor or with pulse ; but in her mouth 
X/Ove tihirsted as a man wayfaring doth, 
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Making it humble as wealt hunger is. 
She lay close to him, bade do this and ihia, 
Say that, sing thus ; then almost weeping-ripe 
Crouched, then laughed low. As one that fain noulil 

The old record out of old things done and dead. 
She rose, she heaved her hands np, and waxed red 
For willful heart and blameless fear of blame ; 
Saying, " Though my wits be weak, this is no shame 
For a poor maid whom love so punisheth 
With heats of hesitation and stopped breath 
That with my dreams I live yet heavily 
For pure sad heart and faith's humility. 
Now be not wroth and 1 will show you this, 

" Methought our lips upon their second kiss 
Met in tliia place, and a fair day we had 
And fiur soft leaves that waxed and were not sad 
With shaken rain or bitten through with drouth ; 
When I, beholding ever how your mouth 
Waited for mine, the throat being fallen back, 
Saw crawl thereout a live thing flaked with black 
Specks of brute slime and leper-colored scale, 
A devil's hide with foul flame-writhen grail 
Fashioned where hell's heat festers loathsomest ; 
And that brief speech may ease me of the rest, 
Tliua were you slain and eaten of the thing. 
My waked eyes felt the new day shuddering 
On their low lids, felt the whole east so beat, 
Pant with close pulse of such a plague-struck heat. 
As if the palpitating dawn drew bi'eath 



d^vGoogle 



TBE TWO DREAMS. 285 

For horror, breathing between life and deatii, 
Till the sun sprang blood-bright and violent." 

So finishing, her soft strength wholly spent, 
yhe gazeci each way, lest some brute-hooved thing, 
The timeless travail of hell's childbearmg. 
Should threat upon the sudden : whereat he, 
For relish of her tasted misery 
And teader liltle thompnck of her pain, 
Laughed with mere love What lover among men 
But hath his sense fed sovereignly 'twixt whiles 
"With f«ars and covered eyelids and sick smiles 
And soft disaster of a pained iace ? 
"What pain, established in so sweet a place. 
But the plucked leaf of it smells fragrantly ? 
What color burning man's wide-open eye 
But may be pleasurably seen ? what sense 
Keeps in its hot sharp extreme violence 
Wo savor of sweet things ? The bereaved blood 
And emptied flesh m their most broken mood 
Fail not so wholly, famish not when thus 
Past honey keeps the starved lip covetous. 

Therefore this speech from a glad mouth began, 
Breathed in her tender hair and temples wan 
Like one prolonged kiss while the lips had breath : 
" Sleep, that abides in vassalage of death 
And in death's service wears out half his age, 
ITath his dreams full of deadly vassalage, 
Shadow and sound of things ungracious ; 
Fair shallow, faces, hooded bloodless brows. 
And mouths past kissing ; yea, myself have had 
As harsh a dream as holds your eyelids sad. 
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" This dream I tell yon came tliree nights ago : 
Iq full mid sleep I took a, whim to know 
How sweet things might be ; so I turned and tliought 
Bat save my dream a,ll sweet availed me not. 
First came a smell of pounded spice and scent 
Such as God ripens in some continent 
Of utmost amber in the Syrian sea ; 
And breaths as though some costly rose could be 
Spoiled slowly, wasted by some bitter Are 
To burn the sweet out leaf by leaf, and tire 
Tiie flower's poor heart with heat and waste, to make 
Strong magic for some perfumed woman's sake. 
Then a cool naked sense beneath my feet 
Of bud and blossom ; and sound of veins that beat 
As if a lute should play of its own heart 
And fearfully, not smitten of either part ; 
And all my blood it filled with sharp and sweet 
As gold swoln grain fills out the husked wheat ; 
So I rose naked from, the bed, and stood 
Counting fke mobile measure in my blood 
Some pleasant while, and through each limb there 

Swift little pleasures pungent as a flame, 

Felt ia the thrilling flesh and veins as much 

As the outer curls that feel the comb's first touch 

Tlirill to the roots and shiver as from fire ; 

And blind between my dream and my desire 

I seemed t« stand and held my spirit still 

Lest this should cease. A cMld whose fingers spill 

Honey from cells forgotten of the bee 
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la less afraid to stir the hiye and see 
Some wasp's bright ha«k mside, than I to feel 
Some flnger-touoh disturb tlie fleah like steel. 
I prayed tlius : Let me catch a secret here 
' So sweet, it sliarpens the sweet taste of fear 
And takes the mouth with edge of wine ; I would 
Have here some color and smooth shape as good 
As those in heaven whom the chief garden hides 
With low grape-blossom veiling their wliite sides, 
And lessei- tendrils that so bind and blind 
Their eyas and feet, tliat if one come behind 
To touch their hair they see not, neither fly ; 
This would I see in heaven and not die. 
So praying, I had nigh cried out and knelt, 
So wholly my prayer filled me : till I felt 
In the dumb night's warm weight of glowing gloom 
Somewhat that altei'ed all my sleeping-room. 
And made it like a green low place wherein 
Maids mix to bathe : one sets her small warm chin 
Against a ripple, that the angry pearl 
May flow like flame about her : the nest curl 
Dips in some eddy colored of the sun 
To wash the dust well out ; another one 
Holds a straight ankle in her hand and swings 
With lavish body sidelong, so that rings 
Of sweet fierce water, swoilen and splendid, tail 
All round her fine and floated body pale. 
Swayed flower-fashion, and her balanced side 
Swerved edgeways lets the weight of water slide, 
As taken in some underl^ow of sea 
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Swerves the banked gold of sea-flowers ; but she 

PoJ1s down, some branch to keep her perfect head 

Clear of the river : even i'rom wall to bed, 

\ tell you, waa my room transfigured so. 

Sweet, green, and warm it was, nor could one know 

If there were walls or leaves, or if there was 

No bed's green cm'tain, but mere geutle grass. 

There were set also hard against the feet 

Gold plates with honey and greea grapes to eat, 

"With the cool water's noise to hear in rhymes : 

And a wind warmed me full of furze and limes. 

And all hot sweets the heavy summer fills 

To the round brim of smooth cup-shapen hills. 

Nest the grave walking of a woman's feet 

Made my veins hesitate, and gracious heat 

Made thick the lids and leaden on mine eyes . 

And I thought ever, surely it were wise 

Not yet to see her ; this may last (who knows ?) 

Five minutes ; the poor rose is twice a rose 

Because it turns a face to her, the wind 

Sings that way; hath this woman ever sinned, 

I wonder ? as a boy with apple-rind, 

I played with pleasures, made them to my mind, 

Changed each ere tasting. When she came indeed, 

First her hair touched me, then I grow to feed 

On the sense of her hand ; her mouth at last 

Touched me between the cheek and lip, and past 

Over my face witb kisses here and there 

Sown in and out across the eyes and hair. 

Sdll I said nothing ; till she set her face 
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More close and harder on the kissing-place, 

And her moutJi caught like a snake's month, and 

So faint and tenderly, tte fang scarce clvmg 
More than a hird's foot : yet a wound it grew, 
A great one, let this red mark witness you 
Under the left breast ; and the stroke thereof 
80 clove my sense that I woke out of love, 
And knew not what this dream was nor hM wit ; 
But now Grod knows if I have skill of it." 

Ilereat she laid one palm against her lips 
To stop their trembling ; as wken water slips 
Out of a beak-mouthed vessel with faint noise 
And chuckles in the narrowed throat and cloys 
The carven rims wifJi murmuring, so came 
Words ia her lips with ao word right of them, 
A beaten speech thick and disconsolate, 
Till his smile ceasing waxed compassionate 
Of her sore fear that grew from any thing — 
The sound of tte strong summer thickening 
In heated leaves of the smooth apple-trees -. 
The day's breath felt about the ash-bratiches, 
And noises of the ioon whose weight still' grew 
On the hot heavy-headed flowers, and drew 
Their red mouths open till the rose-heart a«hed ; 
For eastward all the crowding rose was slaked 
And soothed with shade ; but westward all its growth 
Seemed to breathe hard with heat as a man doth 
Who feels hia temples newly feverous. 
And even with such motion in her brows 
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As that man hath in whom sick days begin, 
She turned her throat and spake, lier voice being thin 
As a sick man's, sudden and tremulous ; 
" Sweet, if this end be come indeed on us, 
Let us loTO more ; " and held his mouth with hers. 
As the first sound of flooded hill-waters 
Is heard by people of the meadow-grass. 
Or ever a wandering waif of ruin pass 
"With whirling stones and foam of the brown stream 
Flaked with fierce yellow : so beholding him 
She felt before tears came her eyelids wet, 
Saw the face deadly thin where life was yet, 
Heard his throat's harsh last moan before it clomb : 
And he, with close mouth passionate and dmiib, 
Burned at her lips ; so lay they without speech, 
Each grasping otiier, and the eyes of each 
Fed in the other's face : till suddenly 
He cried out with a little broken cry 
This word, " Oh help me, sweet, I am but dead." 
And even so saying, tJie color of fair red 
Was gone out of his face, and his blood's beat 
Fell, and stark death made sharp Ms upward feet 
And pointed hands : and without moan he died. 
Pain smote her sudden in the brows and side, 
Stnuned her lips open and made burn her eyes : 
For the pure sharpness of her miseries 
She bad no heart's p^n, but mere body's wrack ; 
But at the last her beaten blood drew back 
Slowly upon her face, and her stunned brows 
y grown aware and piteous 
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Gathered themselves, her eyes shoue, her ha-d breath 
Came aa though one nigh dead came back from 

death ; 
Her hps throbbed, and life trembled through her hiiir 

And in brief while she thought to bury there 
Tiie dead man that her loye might lie with him 
In a sweet bed under the rose-roota dim 
And soft earth round the branched apple-treea. 
Full of hushed teat and heavy with great ease. 
And no man entering divide liim thetice. 
Wherefore she bade oae of her handm^dena 
To be her help to do upon this wise. 
And saying so the tears out of her eyes 
Fell without noise and comforted her heart : 
Yea, her great pain eased of the sorest part 
Began to soften in her sense of it. 
There under all the little branches sweet 
The place was shapen of his burial ; 
They shod thereon no thing funereal, 
But colored leaves of latter rose-blossom, 
Stems of soft grass, some withered red and some 
Fair and freah-blooded ; and spoil splendider 
Of marigold and great spent sunflower. 

And afterwai-d she came back without word 
To iier own house ; two days went, and the third 
Went, and she showed her father of this thing. 
And for gi-eat grief of her soul's travailing 
He gave consent she should endure in peace 
Till her life's end ; yea, till her time should ceuae, 
She sliould abide in fellowship of pain. 
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And having lived a holy year or twain 

She died of pure waste heart and vs 

And for lovo'a honor in her love's distress 

This word was written over her tomb's iiead : 

" Here dead she lieth, for whose sake Love is dead." 
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AHOLIBAH. 

In tbe be^iiiiing G!od made thee 
A woman well to look upon, 

Tiiy tender body as a tree 

Whereon cool wind hath always blown 
Till the clean branches be well grown. 

There was none like thee in the land; 
The girh that were thy hondwomen 

Did bind thee with a purple band 
Upon thy forehead, diat all mea 
Should know thee for God's handmMden. 



e raiment clad thee like a bride. 
With silk to wear on hands and feet, 
And plat«8 of gold on either side ; 

Wine made thee glad, and thou didst eat 
Honey, and choice of pleasant meat. 

And fishers in the middle sea 

Did get thee sea-fish and sea-weeds 

In color ILke the robes on thee ; 

And curious work of plaited. reeds, 
And wools wherein live purple bleeds. 
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Aiid round the edges of thy cup 

Men wrought thee marvels out of gold, 

Strong snakes *Yith lean throats lifted up, 

Large eyea whereoa the brows had hold, 
And scaly things their slime kept cold. 

For thee they blew soft wind in flutes 

And ground sweet roots for cunning scent ; 

Blade slow because of many lutes, 

The wind among thy chamhers went 
light was violent. 



God called thy name Aholibah, 
Hia tabernacle being in thee, 

A witness through waste Asia ; 

Thou wert a tent sewn cunningly 
With gold and colors of the sea. 



God gave thee gracious ministers 

And all their work who plait and weave 

The cunning of emhroiderers 

Tliat sew the pillow to the aleeve, 
And likeness of all things that live, 

Thy garments u^wa thee were fair 

With scarlet and with yellow thread ; 

Also the weaving of thine hair 

Was aa fine gold upon thy head, 

And thy silk shoes were sewn with red. 
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All sweet things lie bade sift, and ground 
As a man grindeth wheat in mills 

With strong wheels alway going round ; 
He gave thee corn, and grass that fills 
The cattle on a thousand hills. 

The wine of many seasons fed 

Thy mouth, and made it fair and clean ; 

Sweet oil was poured out on thy head, 
And ran down like cool rain between 
The strait close locks it melted in. 

The strong men and the captains knew 
Thy chambers wrought and faaMoned 

With gold and covering of blue, 

And ihe blue raiment of thine head 
Who sateat on a stately bed. 

All those had on their garments wrought 

The shape of beasts and creeping things, 

The body that availeth not. 

Flat backs of worms and veined wings, 
And the lewd bulk that sleeps and stings, 

Also the chosen of the years, 

The multitude being at ease, 

Witii sackbuts and with dulcimers 

And noise of shawms and psalteries 
Made mirtli within the ears of these. 
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nan doth, 
Thou didst think evil and devise ; 
Tlie sweet smell of thy breast and moutli 
Tliou madest as the harlot's wise, 
And there was painting on thine eyes. 

Yea, in the woven guesfH^hamber 
And by the painted passages 

Where the strange gracious paintings were, 
State upon state of companies. 
There came on thee the lust of Uiese. 

Because of shapes on either wall 

Sea-colored from some rare blue shell 

At many a Tynan interval, 

Horsemen on horses, girdled well, 
Delicate and desirable, 

Thou saidest : I am sick of Ioyo ; 

Stay me with flagons, comfort me 

With apples for my pain thereof, 

Till my hands gather in his tree 
That fruit wherein my lips would be. 

Yea, saidest tliou, I will go up 

When there is no more sliade than one 

May cover with a hollow cup. 

And roake my bed against the sun 
TUl my blood's violence be done. 
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Thy mouth was leant upon the wall 

Ag^nst tte painted mouth, thy chin 

Touched the hair's painted curve and lall ; 
Thy deep throat, fallen las and thin, 
Worked as tJie blood's boat worked 'Jieiei 

Therefore, O thou Aholibah, 

God is not glad because of thee ; 

And thy fine gold shall pass away 

Like those fair coins of ore that be 
Washed over by the middle sea. 

Then will one make thy body bare 
To strip it of all gracious things, 

And pluck the cover from thine hair, 
And break the gift of many kings, 
Thy wrist-rings and thine ankle-rings. 

Likewise the man whose body joins 
To thy smooth body, as was said, 

Who hath a girdle on his loins 

And dyed attire upon his head — 
The same who, se.eing, worshiped. 

Because thy face was like the face 

Of a clean maiden that smells sweet, 

Because thy gait was as the face 
Of one that opens not her feet. 
And is not heard within the street — 
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Even he, thou Aholibah, 

Made separate from thy desire, 

Shall cut thy nose and ears away. 

And hruiae thee for thy body's hire, 
And hum the residue with fire. 

Then fihall Ihe heathen people eay, 
The multitude heing at ease : 

I/O, this is that Aholihah 

Whose same was blown among strange ai 
Grown old with soft adulteries. 

Also her bed was made of green, 

Her wiudows beautiful for glass 

^at she had made her bed between : 
Yea, for pure lust her body was 
Made like white summer-colored grass. 

Her raiment was a strong man's spoil ; 
Upon a table by a bed 

She set mine ineenae and mine oil 
To be the beauty of her head 
In chambers walled about with red. 

Also between the walls she had 

Fair faces of strong men portrayed ; 

All girded round the loins, and clad 

With several cloths of woven bmd 
And ^rments marvelously made. 
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Therefore tbe wrath of God shall be 
Set as a watch upon her way ; 

And whoso fludeth by the sea 

Blown dust of bones will hardly say 
If this were that Aholibah. 
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LOVE AND SLEEP. 

Lying. asleep between the strokes of night 

I saw my lo^e lean over my sad bed, 

Pale as the duskiest lily's leaf or head, 
Smooth-skinned and dark, with bare throat made U 

bite, 
Too wan for blushing and too warm for white. 

But perfect-colored without white or red. 

And her lips opened amorously, and said — 
T wist not what, saving one word — Delight. 
And all iier face was honey to my mouth. 

And all ber body pasture to mine eyes ; 

The long litie arms and hotter hands than fire, 
The quivering flanks, hair amelliug of the souti. 

The bright light feet, the splendid supple thighs 
And glittering eyelids of my soul's desire. 
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MADONNA MIA. 

TJndek green apple-bongha 
Tlial; ne¥er a storm will rouse, 
My lady hath her house 

Between two howera ; 
111 either of the twain 
Eed roses fuU of rain ; 
She hath for bondwomen 

All kind of flowers. 

She hath no handmaid fair 
To draw her curled go!d hair 
Through rings of gold that boar 

Her whole hair's weight ; 
She hath no maids to stand 
Gold-clothed on either hand ; 
In all the great green land 

None is 30 great. 

She haUi no more (o wear 
But one white hood of vair 
Drawn ovei" eyes aad hair, 
Wrought with strange gold, 
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Made for some great queen's head, 
Some fair great queen since dead ; 
And one strait gown of red 
Against the cold. 

Beneath her eyelids deep 
Love lying seems asSeop, 
Love, swift to wake, to weep, 

To laugh, to gaze ; 
Her breasts are like white bi^a, 
And all her gracious words 
As water-grass to herds 

In the June-days. 

To her all dews that fell 
And rains are musical ; 
Her flowers are fed from tdl. 

Her joy from these ; 
In the deep-feathered flrs 
Their gift of joy is hers, 
In the least breath that stii-s 

Across the trees. 

She grows with greenest leaves, 
Ripens with reddest sheaves, 
Forgets, remembers, grieves, 

AdJ is not sad; 
The quiet lands and skies 
Leave light upon her eyes ; 
None knows her, weak or wise. 

Or tired or glad. 
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None knows, none understands, 
Wliat flowers are like Iier hands ; 
Thougli you sbould search all lands 

Wherein time grows, 
What snows are like her feet, 
Though hia eyes bum with heat 
Througli gating on my sweet. 

Yet no man knowa. 

Only this thing is swd ; 
That wMte and gold and red, 
God's three chief words, man's bread 

And oil and wine, 
Were given her for dowers, 
And kingdom of all hours _ 
And grace of goodly flowers 

And varions vine. 

This is my lady's praise : 
God after many days 
Wrought her in unknown ways, 

In sunset lands ; 
This was my lady's birth ; 
God gave her might and mirtli 
And laid his whole sweet earth 

Between lier hands. 

Under deep apple-bonghs 
My lady hath her house ; 
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She wears upon her brows 

The flower thereof; 
All saying but what God saitb 
To her is as vain breath. ; 
She is more strong than death, 

Being strong as love. 
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THE KING'S DAUGHTER. 

We were ten maidens in the green corn, 

SmaU red leaves in the mill-water : 
Fairer maidens never wore born, 

Apples of gold for the king's daughter. 

"We were ten maidens by a well-head, 
Small white birds in the mill-water : 

Sweeter maidens never wore wed. 
Rings of red for the king's daughter. 

The flrat fo spin, the second to sing, 

Seeds of wheat in the mill- water : 
Tie third may was a goodly tiling, 

White bread and brown for the king's daughter 

The fourth to sew and the fifth to play. 
Fair green weed in the mill-water : 

The sixth may was a goodly may, 

White wine and red for the king's daughter. 

The seventh to woo, the eighth to wed^ 

Fair thin reeds in the mill-water : 
The ninth had gold work on her head. 

Honey in the comb for the king's daughter. 
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The ninth had goH work round her hair, 
Fallen flowers in. the mill-water : 

The tenth may was goodly and fair, 
Golden gloves for tfie king's daughter. 

We were ten maidens in a field green, 
Fallen fruit in the miU-water : 

Fairer maidens never have been, 

Golden sleeves for the king's daughter. 

By there comes the king's young son, 
A little wind in the mill-water : 

" Out of ten maidens ye 11 grant me one," 
A crown of red for the king's daughter. 

" Out of ten mays ye '11 give me fie best," 
A little rain in the mill-water : 

A bed of yellow straw for all the rest, 
A bed of gold for tlie king's daughter. 



He 's ta'en out the g 

Rain that rains in tlio mill-water : 
A comb of yellow shell for all the rest, 

A comb of gold for the king's daughter. 

He 's made her bed to the goodliest. 
Wind and hail in the miU-water ; 

A grass girdle for all the rest, 

A girdle of arms for the king's daughter. 
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THE KIIfG'S DAUGBTES. 



He 's set his heart to tl 

Snow that snowa in. the mill-water : 
Nine little kisses for all the rest, 

An hundredfold for the king's daughter. 

He 'fi ta'en Ms leave at the goodliest, 

Broken boats in tiie mili-water ; 
Golden gifts for all the rest, 

Sorrow of heart for the king's daughter. 

" Ye 11 make a grave for my fair body," 

Running rain in the mill-water : 
" And ye '11 street my brother at the side of lo 

The pains of hell for the king's daughter. 
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AFTER DEATH. 

The four boards of the coffin lid 
Heard all the dead man did. 

Tho fii-st cnrse was ia his mouth, 

Made of grave's mold and deadly drouth. 

The nest curse was in his head, 
Made of God's work discomfited. 

The nest curse was in his hands, 
Made out of two grave-bands. 

The next curse was in his feet, 
Made out of a grave-sheet. 

" I had fair coins red and white, 
And my name was as great light ; 

" I had fair clofhea green and red, 
And strong gold bomid round my head. 

" Eat no meat comes in my mouth. 
Now I fare as the worm doth ; 
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« And no gold binds in my hair, 
Now I fare as the blind fare. 

" My live thews were of great strength, 
Now am I waxea a span's length ; 

"My live sides were fiiU of lust. 
Now are they dried with dust." 

The first board spake and said ; 
" Is it, best eating flesh or bread ? " 

The aecond answered it : 

" Is vriae or honey the more sweet ? " 

The third board Spake and saJd ; 

" Is red gold worth a girl's gold head ? " 

The fourth made answer thus : 

" All these things are as one with us." 

The dead man aslted of them ; 

" Is the green land stained brown with flame? 

" Have they hewn ray son for beasts to eat, 
And my vrife's body for beasts' meat ? 

" Have they boiled my maid in a brass pan, 
And built a gallowa ta hang my man ? " 
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The boards said to him: 

" This is a lewd thing that ye d 



" Tour wife has gotten a golden bed. 
All the sheets are sewn with red. 



" Yonr son has gotten a coat of sili, 
The sleeves are soft as curded milk. 



" Tour maid hM gotten a kirtle ni 
All the skirt has braids of blue. 



" Tour man baa gotten both ring and gloi 
Wrought well for eyes to love." 



The dead man answered thus : 
" What good gift shall God give u 



The boards aaswered him anon : 
" I'lesb to feed hell's worm upon." 



d^vGoogle 



MAY JANET. 

{BUETON.) 

Stand up, stand up, thou May Janet, 
And go to the wars with me," 
He 's drawn her by both hands 
With her face against the sea. 

" He that strews red shall gather w!(ite, 
He that sows white reap red, 

Before your taae and my daughter's 
Meet in a marriage-bed. 

" Gold coin shall grow in the yellow field, 
Green com in the green sea-water, 

And red fruit grow of the rose's red, 
Ere your fruit grow in her," 

" But I shall have her by land," he said, 

" Or I shall have her by sea, 
Or I shall have her by strong treason 

And no grace go with me," 

Her father 's drawn her by both handa, 
He 's rent her gown from her, 
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He 'a ta'cn tie sraock round her body, 
Cast in tlie sea-water. 

The captain 's drawn lier by both sides 

Out of the fiiir green sea ; 
" *'tiuid up, stand up, thou May Janet, 

And come to the war willi me." 

The first town they came to 

There was a blue bride-chamber ; 

He clothed her on with silk 
And belted ier with amber. 

The second town tJiey came to 

The bridesnien feasf«d knee to knee ; 

He clothed her on with silver, 
A stately thing to see. 

The lliird town they came to 

The bridesmaids all had gowns of gold ; 
He clotlied her on with purple, 

A rich thing to behold. 

The last town they came to 
He clothed her white and red. 

With a green flag either side of her, 
And a gold flag overhead. 
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THE BLOODY SON. 

(FINNIMJ.) 

"O WHERE liae ye biSCD the mom sao late, 

My merry eon, come toll me hither ? 
where hae ye been the mom sae laie ? 

Aud I wot I hae but anither." 
" By the water-gate, by the water-gate, 

dear mifher." 

" And whatten kin' o' wark had ye there to make, 

My merry boh, come tell me hither ? 
And whatten kin' o' wark had ye there to make ? 

And I wot I hae hut anither." 
" I watered my steeds with water frae the lake, 

dear mitlier." 

" Why is your coat sae fouled die day, 

My merry son, come tell me hiilier? 
Why is your coat sae fouled the day ? 

And I wot I hae hut anither." 
" The steeds were Htam[«ng aair by tJie weary buiiks 
of day, 

dear mither." 
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" And where gat ye thae sleeves of red, 

My merry son, come tell me hitlier ? 
And where gat ye thae sleeves of red ? 

And I wot I hae but anither." 
" I hae slain ray ae hrither by the weary water-head, 

dear mither." 

" And where will ye gang to inak your mend. 

My merry son, come tell me hither ? 
And where wiU ye gang to niak your mend ? 

And I wot I ha« not anither." 
" The warldis way, to the warldis end, 

O dear mither." 

" And what will ye leave your fatJier dnar. 

My merry son, come tell me hither ; 
And what will ye leave your fether dear ? 

And I wot I hae not anither." 
" The wood to feU and the logs to bear, 
For he '11 never see my body mair, 

O dear mither." 

" And what will ye leave your mither dear, 

My merry son, come tell me hither ? 
And what will ye leave your mither dear ? 

And I wot I hae not anither," 
" The wool to card and the wool to wear. 
For yo '11 never see my hody mair, 

O dear mither." 
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■' And what will ye leave for your wife to take, 
My merry son, come tell me hitlier ? 

Aad what will je leave for your wife to take ? 
Anil 1 wot 1 liae not anither." 

" A goodly gown and a fair new make, 

For she 'U do nao nimr for my body's sake, 
dear mither." 

"And wha; will ye leave your young son fair, 
My meiTy son, come tell me hither ? 

And what will ye leave -^ our young son fair ? 
And I wot ye hae not aaither." 

" A twiggen school-rod for hia body to bear, 

Though it garred him greet he '11 get nue raair, 
dear mither." 

" And what will ye leave your little daughter an 
My merry eon, come tell me hither ? 

And what will ye leave your little daughter swei 
And I wot ye hae not anither." 

" "Wild mulberries for her mouth to eat, 

She '11 get nae mair though it gai-red her greet, 
O dear mither." 

"And when will ye come hack frae roamin', 
My merry son, come tell me hither ? 

And when will ye come back frae roamin' ? 
And I wot I hae cot anither." 

" When the sunrise out jf the north ia comen, 
O dear mither.'' 
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" When shall the sunrise on the north eide he, 

My merry Bon, come tell me hither ? 
When shall the sunrise on the north side be ? 

And I wot I hae not anither." 
" When chuckie-stanes sJiall swim in the sea, 

O dear mither." 

" When shall stanes in the sea swim, 

My merry son, come tell me hither ? 
When shall stanes in the sea swim ? 

And I wot I hae not anither." 
" When hirdies' feathers are as lead therein, 

O dear mither." 

"When shall feathers be as lead, 

My meiTy son, come tell me hither ? 
When shall feathers be aa lead ? 

And I wot I hae not anither." 
" Wlieu God sliall judge between the quick wid lead, 

O dear mither." 



d^vGoogle 



THE SEA-SWALLOWS. 

This felJ when Clirisimaa lights were done, 
Eed rose leaves will never make wine ; 

But before the Easter lights begun ; 

The ways are saJr fi-a' the Til! to the Tyne. 

Two lovers sat where die rowan blows 
And all the grass is heavy and fine. 

By the gathei-ing-place of the sea-swallows 
When the wind brings them over Tyne. 

Blossom of broom will never make bread, 
Ked rose leaves vrill never make \vine ; 

Between her brows she is grown red, 

That was Ml white in the fields by Tyne 

" what is this thing ye have on, 

Show rae now, sweet daughter of mine ? " 

" O father, this is my little son 

That I found hid ia tlie sides of Tyne. 

" what win ye give my son to eat, 

Bed rose leaves will never make wine ? " 

" Fen-water and adder's meat, 

The ways are sair fr.a' the Till to the Tyne." 
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" Or what will ye get my sou to wear, 
Eed rose leaves will never make wiie ?" 

" A weed and a web of nettle's hair, 

The ways are Sfur fra' the TiU to the Tyue.' 

" Or what wilt ye take to line hia bed, 
Red rose leaves will never make wine ? " 

" Two black stonea at the kirkwall's lieaiJ, 
The ways are sair fra' the Till to the Tyne." 

" Or what will ye give my son for laud, 
E«d rose leaves will never make wine ? " 

"Three girl's paces of red sand, 

The ways are sair fra' the Till to the Tyne" 

" Or what will ye give me for my son, 
Eed rose leaves will never make wiae ? " 

" Six times to kiss his young mouth on. 
The way are eair fra' the Till to the Tyne. 

" But what have ye done with the bearing-breail. 
And what have ye made of fte washing-wine : 

Or where have ye made your bearing bed, 
To beai' a son in the sides of Tyne ? " 

" The bearing-bi-ead is soft and new. 
There is no soil in the straining wine : 

The bed was made between green and blue, 
It stands full soft by the sides of Tyne. 
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" Th« fair grass was my beariug-bread, 
The well-water my washing-wine ; 

The low leaves were my bearing-bed, 
And that was best in the sides of Tyne," 

" daughter, if ye have done this thing, 

I wot the greater grief is mine ; 
This was 'a bitter child-bearing, 

When ye were got by the sides of Tyne. 

" About the time of sca-ewallows 
That fly fuU thick by six and nine. 

Ye '11 have my body out of the house. 
To tury me by the sides of Tyne. 

" Set nine stones by the wall for twain, 
Eed rose leaves will never make wine : 

For the bed I take will measure ten. 

The ways are sair fra' the Till to the Tyne. 

" Tread twelve girl's paces out for three, 
Eed rose leaves will never make wine : 

For the pit I made has taken me. 

The ways are sair fra' the Till to the Tyne." 
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THE YEAR OF LOVE. 

TniiiiE were four loves that one by one. 
Following the seasons aud tlie sun, 
Passed over without tears, and fell 
Away without farewell. 

The first was made of gold and tears. 
The «ext of aspen-leaves and fears. 
The thii-d of rose-boughs and rose-roota, 
Tte last love of strange fruits. 

These were the four loves faded. Hold 
Some minutes fast the time of gold, 
When our lips each way clung and clove 
To a lace full of love. 

The tears inside our eyelids met, 
Wning forth with kissing, and wept wet 
The faces cleaving each to each 
Where tlie Wood served for speech. 

The second, with low patient brows 
Bound under aspen-colored boughs, 
And eyes made strong and grave witli sieep 
And yet too weak to weep — 
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TEE TEAR OF LOVE. 

The third, with eager mouth at ease 
Fed from late autumn honey, lees 
Of scarce gold left in lattar cells 
With scattered flower-smells — 

Hair sprinkled over with spoilt sweet 
Of ruined roses, wrists and feet 
Slight-swalhed, as graasy-girdied sheaves 
Hold in stray poppy-leaves — 

The fourth, with lips whereon has hied 
Some great pale fruit's slow color, shed 
From the ratik bitter husk whence drips 
Paint blood between her lips — 

Made of the heat of whole great Junes 
Buraing the Hue dark round their moons 
(Each like a mown red marigold) 
So hard the flame keeps hold— 

These are burnt thoroughly away. 
Only the first holds out a day 
Beyond these latter loves that were 
Made of mere heat and air. 

And now the time is winterly, 
The first love fedes too : none will see, 
When April warms the world anew, 
The place wherein love grew. 
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DEDICATION. 
']865. 

The sea gives her sheik to the shingle, 

The earth gives her atjeams to the sea ; 
They are many, but my gift is single. 

My yerses, the lirst-fmits of me. 
Let the wind take the green and the gray leaf. 

Cast forth without fruit upon air ; 
Take rose-leaf and vine-leaf and bay -leaf 

Blown loose from the liair, 

The night shalies them round me in legions, 

Dawn drives them before her like dreams ; 
Time sheds them like snows on strange regions. 

Swept shorewai-d on infinite streams ; 
Leaves pallid and sombre and ruddy, 

Dead fruits of the fugitive years ; 
Some stained as with wine and made bloody. 

And some as with tears. 

■ Some scattered in seven years' traces, 

As they fell from ihe boy that was then ; 
Long left among idle green places. 
Or gathered but now among men ; 
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DEDICA TIQJ. 

On seas full of wonder and peril, 

Blown white round the capes of the north } 
Or in islands where myrtles ai'e sterile 

And loves bring not forth. 

O daughters of dreams and of stories 

That life is not wearied of yet, 
Faustine, Fragoletta, Dolores, 

Felise and Yolande and Juliette, 
Shall I find you not still, shall I laiBS you. 

When sleep, that is true or that seems, 
Comes back to me hopeless to kias you, 

daughters of dreams ? 

They are past as a slumber that passes, 

As the dew of a dawn of old time ; 
More frail than the shadows oa glasses. 

More fleet than a wave or a rhyme. 
As the waves after ebb drawing seaward, 

When their hollows are full of the night, 
So tbe birds that flew sin^ng to me-ward 

Recede out of sight. 

The songs of dead seasojis, that wander 

On wings of articulate words ; 
Lost leaves that the shore-wind may squander, 

Light flocks of untamable birds ; 
Some sang to me dreaming in class-Ume 

And truant in hand as in tongue ; 
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